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PEEFACE. 



The following effusions were written, 
chiefly, at an early age, and under circum- 
stances little favourable to poetical pursuits. 
They have, however, received the com- 
mendation of friends, and several which 
have been inserted in various periodical and 
other publications, have been honoured with 
the less partial approbation of the Public. 
The writer, therefore, hopes that he may 
be excused the presumption which has in- 
duced him to suppose, that both his Friends 
and the Public would be better pleased to 
see his productions in a collected, than in a 
scattered form. 
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OCCASIONAL POEMS. 



Thbrb if in the British Museum, a Flute, vhjch w^s 
found in a tomb near Athens. The following is an Address 
to this interesting relic. 



MOSCHUS. 



Frail reed ! that iu thy master's grave, 
For many an age, unknown and mute, 

Hast hush'd in that sepidchral cave. 
The Music of a classic flute I 

Yet oft, in Hellas*^ happier day, 

Thy voice inspired, perchance hath blown 

Its meek response to Pity's lay« 

Or breHth'd of Love in n^ture^s tone. 

B 2 



4 ADDRESS TO A FLUTE. 

Perhaps in Feeling's .holiest trance, 
It pour'd some sweet elegiac measure ; 

Or led the virgins in the dance, 
Obedient to the call of Pleasure. 

Perchance 'twas taught the strains to urge. 
That mirth and joyous transport led ; 

Or knew, perhaps, but Sorrow's dirge. 
And moum'd the loT'd— 'die lost — ^the dead ! 

Perchance it join'd the patriot throng, 
And shared the loud, th' ecstatic Piean ; 

When conqu'ring Freedom's victor song 
Roll'd loudly o'er her own .ffigiean. 

PerhapcH-but why disturb thee now. 
Or lift Oblivion's veil of gloom ? 

Since Hellas* hopes are fled, and thoa 
Art mute, as in thy master's tomb. 

For ah ! what modem lip profane 
May dare thy sleeping tones salute ; 

What modem minstrel wake the strain, 
That once was thine — ^sweet classic flute t 



ABDBESS TO A FlUTE. 

Frail reed, farewell ! tby mouldering frame 
Pomrfrays, bow well ! the minstrel's lot. 

His lute, alone, survives his name. 
And lives when all were else forgot ! 
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THE HARPER. 



A BALLAD. 



A HARPER had caught the dark science he sought, 
Of piercing the veil of futurity's gloom, 

And the power of his eye could the future descry, 
And the secrets of death, and the secrets of doom. 

In a gay nuptial hall, he sung at the call 
Of a knight and a lady, whom wedlock had bound ; 

But sad was his dii^e, as the moans of the surge. 
Though the wine-cup and goblet went merrily round. 

He had look'd on that wine, as it sparkled divine, 
And the poison he knew that was lurking beneath ; 

For a rival's dark soul had thus mingled the bowl. 
And the wine-cup was fill'd with the vintage of death. 

Then while tuning the lays of his harp to the praise 
Of that knight and that lady, so fair and so young : 

He paused and he wept, ere his strings he swept. 
For thus their death and their dirge he sung : 



TH^ HASFKE. 7 

HariLl hark ta the knell of the loud numrngB-bell ! 
, For while tuning its summons of joyanoe and glee, 
It has chang;ed to the time et the fuuend chime, 
And, sweet lady, it calls £9r thy lord and thee. 

And though now for a while thou may'st seem to smile, 

* 

While thine eyes are ?o bright and thy features so fair ; 
Yet thine eye shall wax weak, and as for thy cheek, 
The worm phall soon feed on the roses there. 

And those garments ho fine shall no longer be thine, 
Thou must quit them, fair lady, and change them away 

For a vesture as white as those robes Qf delight. 
But less fair and less fit fpr a bride than they. 

For thy hood, and thy veil, and thy robe shall be pale. 
But dark is the mantle to thee that's allow'd ; 

For the folds of the pall shall be worn over all. 
When thy kerchief and gown are the sheet and the shroud ! 

And the coffin shall be the dark bride-bed for thee. 
And the chamber it lies in, the depths of the tomb ; 

And the maidens to wait on thy couch in its state. 
Shall be friends and relations who weep for thy doom! 



9 THE HARPSB. 

Aye turn thee, as now, to thj bridegroom, and ¥ow 
That Qooght from his side shall have power to sever ; 

For thej, lady, that wed in thy bridal bed^ 
They meet, but they part no more for ever. 

Then come to that bed, it is folded and spread, 

And prepared for the conch of the fair and the brave ; 
On thy tme lover's breast, thon may'st lay thee, and rest 
In that soundest of slumbers, the sleep of the grave. 

And haste thee, gay lord, from thy wine-crowned boards 
And haste thee, sweet lady, the harper cried ; 

And soon as that call was heard in the hall. 
The knight and the lady ihey fainted and died ! 

Then, face to face, as they fell in embrace, 
They were borne to their couch of the downiest feather : 

So that virgin bride, and her lord by her side. 
They slept the death-bed sleep together I 
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THE SABBATH-BELL. 



UTRITTBH IN 8BVBRB ILLIIBS8, 



Habk ! Hark I methought that o'er mine ear 
Some distant strain of music fell ; 

And now it comes more 8oft» more near» 
It is thy chime, sweet Sabbath-bell ! 

Blest sound ! how oft with willing feet 

Have I obeyed thy sacred spell ; 
And loved to join, where pilgrims meet, 

Obedient to the Sabbath-bell. 



Its distant echoes faint and fleet, 
Could music's softest tones excel ; 

Nor knew mine ear a strain so sweet 
As thine, harmonious Sabbath-beli ! 



10 THE SABBATH-BELL. 

Of lioly hopes, of joys refined, 
The pensive murmur seem'd to tell ; 

And spoke of countless joys combined 
In that sole thought, the Sabbath-bell ! 

And now my spirit spurns the thrall, 
That binds me to my pillowy cell ; 

And fain would hasten to the call, 
That vibrates from the Sabbath-bell. 

« 

The holy fane, the sacred rite, 

The hallow'd joys I loved so well ; 

Say, shall they bless again my sight, 

At summons of the Sabbath-bell ? 

Ah, no ! that hope I fear is o*er, 
I bid the dear deceit farewell ; 

And scarce may hope to hear once more 
The music of the Sabbath-bell. 

Soon, soon its meek and mournful strains 
May vibrate in my funeral knell ; 

Yet, while a thought of life remains, 
'TwUl ne'er forsake the Sabbath-beU. 



'PIE SABBATH-BELL. 11 



And if, beyond this mortal lot, 

On fonner joys the soul may dwell, 

My spirit still shall haunt the spot 
That echoes to the Sabbath-bell ! 



/-^ 
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THE STAR OP EVR 



SwEBT Star of Eve ! that would'st illtime 

The cheerless twilight sky, 
And smiling meek in saddest gloom. 

Dost win the thoughtful eye. 

Oft have I watch'd the dawnings bright, 

Till Fancy's idler mood 
Has figured to that lovely light 

Some feign'd resemblance rude. 

I've seen thine orb, when pale and wan 
It glimmer'd through a cloud ; 

And then, methought, it likest shone, 
To Beauty in her shroud. 

I've seen it fairer soar on high 

When all was overcast ; 
And thought, how like Consumption's eye, 

That brightens at the last ! 
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THE STAR OF EVE. 13 

I've seen it strive with mists that seem'd 

To quench it as it rose ; 
And then mine idle fancy dream'd 

Of genius and its woes* 

I've watch'd it when the pensive ray 

Shone fairest, first above ; 
And then it seem'd to pine away, 

like early, hopeless love 1 



I've seen it soar the first, but set 
I The soonest in the gloom, 

[ And thought how Youth and Science met 

To find an early tomb« 

^ .But while it sunk, I've watch'd its gleams 
Illume the distant wave^ 
And felt, that worth departed beams 
A glory o'er the grave ! 
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WOMAN'S EYE. 



O! if below, one beam of bliss 

Be lent from brigbter spheres on high ; 

If earth possess a charm like this, 
'Tis surely seen in Woman's eye* 

And would'st thoii wish the ray to paint, 
The task shall far thy skill outvie; 

The hues of earth are all too faint, 
To sketch the charm of Woman's eye. 

Go ! snatch the lightning as it gleams, 

And rob the rtunbow of its die ; 
Go ! steal from morn its golden beams, 

And take the tints from twilight's sky : 

Though these, and more than these, were given. 
The task would still thy powers defy ; 

For all that's bright and fair in heaven 
Is seen more bright in Woman's eye I 



15 



DRAMATIC SCENE. 



BMILf A AND LORBNZO. 



Emilia. — Lorenzo ! I have loved thee with a love 
Surpassing that of women. Thou alone 
Wert the dear idol of my yofung heart's worship. 
And, as mistaken saints, in Paynim lands. 
On wcnrthless idols heap divinest gifts ; 
So did my girlish fancy deck Lorenzo 
With every gentlest grace and noblest virtue. 
I saw thee gay, and I believ'd thee generous, 
I knew thee valiant, and I hoped thee virtuous. 
Approved thee prudent, and esteemed thee wise. 
I took the vain appearance for the truths 
Beheld the shadow, and believed it substance ! 
Nay, to go on, and own at enoe.my VFeakness, < 
Lorenzo was my love, and that dear name 
Comprises all to woman, 'tis;ber world-^ 
The vital air, on whieh ber lamp of life 
Must live or die without it,— ^'tis her all--^ 
Her strength in weakness, and her joy in sorrow^ 
In pain her solace, her repose in toil, 



16 DRAMATIC SCENE. 

Her blessing here, her fondest hope hereafter.— 

All this, and more, Lorenzo was to me. 

My thoughts were on him, and my constant blessing; 

My hopes, my fears, my prayers were for Lorenzo ! 

And this thou wast, so lately, that my soul 

Hath scarce awakened from so blest a dream. 

To ponder on the dread reality. (Weeping. J 

I cannot stay this weakness ; 'tis a debt 

Which Pity owes to Folly- 

Lorenzo. Check thy griefs 

My own Emilia, nor thus yainly weep, 
To break thy heart and mine ; for now, by heaTen» 
My soul could half forego her sterner purpose. 
And bid my high ambition yield to love. 
Now could I leave the*Di^ and sleepy senate. 
To pull their own perdition on their heads. 
And leave to worthier hands the task of glory. 
What ! when my friends, and kinsmen are in arms I 
When Malcio, Gronzalo, and young Mnraldi* 
Borracdo, Sforza, and Count Monteverde, 
Beside the vengeful Ottoman and Greek* 
Are all prepared^ and wait but for my signal.-— 
What ! shall I leave ye thus, brave trusting friepdlSi 
And slay ye all, to save a woman's weeping ? 



DRAMATIC SCENE. 17 

No! Hwere a double treachefry, uselesis all ; 
Tig then my firm resoWe^the Doge must die ! 
EMiLiA.-^Then hear, Lorenzo ! hear my firm re-^ 
solye. 
As firm and fix'd as thine is. Thon hast known 
The strict conditions of my Father's will ; 
Mlierein, to end the dire disputes diat long 
Had vex'd two noblest families in Venice^ 
In pledge' of mutual amity and peace, 
It was provided I should wed with thee, 
Or that refusing, all his wealth should go 
To thelState's coffers, and niyself remain 
A life-long pensioner in a conyent's walls. 
Such was iby Father^s will, and he&ven'dbth know- 
With what a deep Und dear fidelity 
I had fulfilled it, hid I found tbee such 
As my young girlish fancy feign'd my love. 
O ! I had loTed thee as ne'er woman loTcd, 
Had shared thy dangers, and partook thy toils, 
liyed but for thee, and died if 'twere to save thee. 
Content alike in solitude or death, 
So fame and fortune smUed upon my love 1 
But when I see thee, what I shrink to utter, 
Allied with YiUains and the common foe, 



18 DEAMATIC SCEVE. 

Betraying thus thy omintry and thy GimI, 
False to the one, a traitor to the other— 
I see between ns two a golf so deep — 
I dare not stand beside it. — I will hence, 
And hie me to oor Lady's lonely shrine. 
That frowns so darUy o'er our Adrian Sea; 
There, where devoted nnns, in cloistered cells, 
With pain and peiiance pass— what scaroe is— >life. 
There', like a lamp that wastes within a tomb. 
My fiame of life shall linger to its socket. 
And die, at length, in silence and in darkness.-— 
For know, rash scomer, that a weak young girl 
Who knows of toil and suffering but by name. 
Can brave them all, if Virtue bids the trial, 
And e'en prefer imprisonment and death, 
To life and love dishonoured with Lbrenzb ! 
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STANZAS. 



My Love took a roi^eliiidy ai^ fresh from its ]^)^er 

This rose in h^ bosom s]>e b]:aid6(l ; 
But no sooner 'tiri^ t^^^ined^ thai^ungrateful, tl^e flower 

Lost its bloom aiid itft Ij^aii^j, an(l fa4^ 

And she wonders a flow'r sho]^]|d so quickly hf^ve died 
That in her oyr^, bosom she cheri^h'd ; 

Why it bloom'd, tiU th^: rose oil ^ cboelc it ejspied, 
Then enried, an4 pin^ tiU it perisl|'4 ! 
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TO A LADY ON HER MARRIAGE. 



I WOULD not vainly etrive to tell 
How much I lose in losing thee — 

I would not breathe the fond farewell, 
Nor weei»ng say— remember me ! 

Oh not for o'er thy nuptial hour 
Let Joy alone assume the sway ; 

JLet Love adorn thy bridal 1>oww, 
And Friendship hail the halcyon day. 

And let not one remembrance rude 
Mix, in that hour, its dark regret ; 

No ! nor a single thought intrude 
Of one 'twere better to forget. 

This thought, the while, shall bring repose, 
Shall almost hush despair to rest ; 

Amid the darkest of my woes, 

'Tis bliss to know that thou art blesti 



TO A LADY ON HEB MARRIAGE. 
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Yet hear, if e'er distress should sting, 
And Love forsake, and Friendship flee ; 

If ought of solace I can bring, 
Then, only then— remember me ! 



» • 
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THE QUARREL 

OP LOVB AND MARRIAGE. 



When Love and Hymen both were boys, 
They fix'd a day of smiling weather, 

To show each other all their toys, 
And pass an afternoon together. 

To Hymen's bower young Cupid came, 
And each with each was quick delighted ; 

Love shot his darts of surest aim, 
And Hymen's brightest torch was lighted. 

But Hymen soon, capricious elf, 

(Now Hymen's but a peevish fellow,) 

Told Love he wish'd the bow himself; 
And then began to pout and bellow. 

Love gave his friend the weapon strait, 
(Young Love is such a cheerful giver!) 

And thus, for Hymen's torch of state, 
Chang'd hi« best bow, and fullest quiver. 



QUARREL OF LOVE AND MARRIAGE. 23 

While each his proper arms possest, 
Men neither could nor would resist 'em» 

For Hymen's fires inflamed their breast, 
And Cupid's arrows seldom missed 'em. 

But changing thus their arms about, 
The boys become perplex'd and stupid ; 

Love puts the torch of Hymen out, 
While Hymen blunts the shafts of Cupid. 

'Twas this dissol?'d their union sweet, 
And broke Affection's firmest tether; 

And now, if Love and Hymen meet, 
They seldom sojourn long together ! 
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STANZAS, 



The Pilgrim, tho' compell'd to fly 

Far from DevHion's fane divine. 
Feels all his toils repaid — his eye 

Hath once beheld the sacred shine. 
Such solace then must now be mine, 

A pil^m o'er life's cheerless steep. 
For oh ! at thoughts of thee and thine, 

E'en Sorrow's self might cease tp weepi 

Thy faint farewell that bade me flee, 

Thrills in mine ear its anguish yet ; 
Thou bad'st me too-— remember thee, 

Ah ! think'st thou I could e'er forget ? 
Oh no ! e'en now, thine eye so jet 

I see suffused with Sorrow's dew ; 
E'en now, I press thy cheek so wet. 

And hear thee weep, Adieu ! Adieu I 
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WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 



Lady ! when first, with eager eyes. 
This yet anblemish'd book we see, 

The thoughtful mind, at once, descries 
In this fair scroll, the type of thee. 

For, on the white and virgin face 
Of every yet unsullied page, 

The friendly hand, ere long, shall trace 
Some holiest thought or maxim sage. 

So, to thy miild*s unfolding scroll. 
May eV*ry holiest trait be given ; 

And be thy young and spotless soul 
Writ with the characters of Heaven ! 



f i;lll ^mrn^^mH^ 
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STANZAS. 



Say, did ye mark the Sun to-day, ' 
How bursting through the evening cloud. 

He chased the twilight shades away, 
And gilded all his sable shroud ? 

And then, methought, he lingering stood, 

To gaze upon the world awhile ; 
Andy ere he sunk beneath the flood, 

To bless it with a parting smile. 
• 
So when the Christian's day is past, 

Tis his to chase the twilight gloom. 
To glow the brighter at the last, 

And gild with glory e'en the tomb. 

So when life's well-spent journey o'er, 
lies pictured in the approving breast, 

'Tis his the landscape to explore, 
And bless the view, and sink to rest^r 
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STAN2^S. 



Ye eliffsy in your whiteness, 

Thou sea, in thy sleep. 
Yon pale orb, in brightness, 

lUiimiiig tiieQeep ! 
From scenes of such gladness 

I rather would- fl^, 
Meek spirit of sfMlness, 

To linger witb thee ! 

Yon orb, in its splendour, 

Yon sky, and that sea, 
Are objects too tender. 

Too gentle for pie ! 
The deep globtn of' sorrow . 

The stillness of night, 
From (hei^e I can borrow 

Adearer-deligbt! 
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RONALD AND ELLEN. 



A BALLAD. 



Ye ask, why o'er the self same grave 
The laurel and the willow weep, 

Since this should o'er the warrior wave. 
And that should mJark the maiden's sleep. 

Alas ! they lie united here, 

United only in the tomb-^ 
O I pause and learn their fate severe, 

O ! pause, and weep their early doom! 

Lord Ronald was as brave a youth 
As e'er in lists of honour strove. 

The maid who won his plighted truth 
Was worthy of Lord Ronald's love« 

For she was fair, her mild bine eye 
Beamed with Affection's soft salute i 

Her voice was plaintive, like the sigh 
Of some forsaken lover's lute ! 



KONAtm AND ELLEK. 29 

Bat Ronald's sire wAfistern, and he 
The low*born maidefi^s worth denied ; 

And Yow'd that £31en fle'er shoidd be 

I 

{ Lord Ronald's love, £ord Ronald's bride. 

And why, he cried, thus meanly yield 
I Thy prime to Love's inglorious truce ? 

Go ! seek for fame in honour's field, 
Go fight for Freedom and for Bnice ! 

The youth obedient heard, but soon 
Perceived his sire's insidious snare ; 

For oft had he refused the boon, 
Though sought by Ronald's earliest prayer. 

He bade the lovdy maid adieu, 

His bosom bursting i^ith its ire, 
But, when the gentle EUeh knew 

The mandate of his sullen sire, ' 

" Adieu, my lord !" she faintly sigh'd, 
*' And when to distant scenes removed, 

" Forget, with some illustrious bride' ' ' 

*' Thi^ BUenlived, that Ellen loved V* 



30 .WO^lAhS) AXJ) ELLBH- 

'< Ah, no! " he wild exclaiinedt ^' m; life 
*' Is thine, iCsfmred by Fate's decve^ ; 

'* And safe frqpi >09 victiNripnB^strife} 
«' If B|Ni«U, UirejSiy h^ lives fpr th(^." 

They heard the clarion's loud alanns. 
That ba4e two heiirts united sever ; 

And rushing to each others' arms, 
They wept adieu,-ra]|us(, for ever! 

For, foremost in the ra|iii;if of fame, 
His bosQiD^ luerced with many a dart, 

He fell ! and wl^en the tidingf c^me 
To Ellen's ewr,— to EUen's heart I— 

Her feeble life-stringa sever'd then. 
She sunk ere half the tale wasi to)d ; 

And when they raised her up again, 
Her pulse was still, — ^her hear) was cold ! 

And now they lie united here, 

United only in the tomb ! 
And while ye kam their fate severe, 

O drop the tear that mourns their doom ! 
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ON HEARING A FLUTE. 



r 

How sweet at this secluded boor, 
While all the listening scene is mute, 

To catch, from Echo's secret bower, 
The murmurs of yon plaintive flute ! 

For, hark ! accordant note with note, 
Her viewless reed so sweetly blends, 

That one the mingling measures float. 
In one the sinking cadence ends. 

As when two minds congenial meet, 
Subdued to Love*s divine control. 

And softly blend, in cadence sweet. 
The kindred echoes of the soul ! 
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STANZAS. 



O FAiBER ihan those forms of light 
That bless so oft the poet's eyes, 

When hoy'ring o'er his dream of night. 
He sees his lov'd one's image rise. 

And brighter to the raptur'd view^ 
Than all the orbs of yonder spheres. 

That beaming soft, thro' twilight's dew, 
Are seen to smile, but smile in tears. 

And sweeter than the gale above. 
That o'er the garden perfume throws, 

And wakes with morning's kiss of love 
The half-*blown blushes of the rose. 

Blest vision ! for a moment mine, 
. And must a form so fair depart, 
No! ever in its holiest shrine^ 
'Twill reign the idol of the heart ! 
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ON SEEING A LADY SHED TEARS. 



The rosebud, drooping to the blast, 
Bows, gentlj bows, beneath the storm; 

Nor, till the wind and rain be past. 
Is seen to rear its slender form. 

And though the skies no longer lower. 
The bud will still its tears retain ; 

And when the breeze goes o'er the flower, 
And shakes the leaf,— it weeps again. 

Then turn, and view yon flow'r so fair, 
Its look so mild, its charms so meek, 

That scarce 'twould se^n might sorrow dare 
To dim that eye, and pale that cheek. 

Yet ye have heard the t^ipest roar. 

Have mark'd its chast'nings how unkind; 

And seen the storms of sorrow pour 

Their fury on that form resign'd. 

D 



ON SEEING A LADY SHED TEARS. 

Say, would ye then revive the power 
Of woes themselves, ah too severe ! 

Recal Afflictioii's bitterest hour, 
And wake again the Mourner's tear ? 

For see, her eye of Heaven's own Uue 

The pearly dew of Sorrow steeps, 
Her cheek hath lost its rosy hue, 

She sighs, and see, — she weeps ! — she weeps \ 
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TO MARY. 



Oh I love, with a lover's eye, to look 
On Nature's beauteous charms ! 

But fairer lines than in Nature's book 
Are found in my Mary's arms. 

I love to look on the bright broad sky, 

At the stillest hour of even ; 
But a fairer orb is my Mary's eye, 

And her brow is a brighter heaven. 

I love the dews of mom to sip 
From the rose and the violet blue ; 

But a fairer flower is my Mary's lip. 
And 'tis wet with a softer dew. 

1 love to look on every streak 

That paints the varied west ; 
But the tint that glows on my Mary's cheek 

Is the brightest and the best! 
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And thongh I would bow, with a pilgrim's zeal, 

At holy Nature's shrine, 
Yet I rather, sweet girl, at thy feet would kneel, 

And own thee all divine ! 
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A FRAGMENT. 



Yes ! I remember her, — ^that stranger girl, 

Who sung so passing sweet, and every eve, 

From yonder vine-wreathed window, breathed so soft 

Her vespers to the Virgin ; she was young, 

And had been beauteous ; nay, amid the wreck 

Of youth, and hope, and love, was beauteous still. 

Her form was slender, her blue eye was pale. 

And her cheek faded, and around her brow. 

The fiend Consumption, with unpitying hand, 

Had twined his wreath of hectics ! Yet methought 

In that so woe-worn cheek and pensive eye. 

The seraph Sorrow did so meekly sit 

That ne'er looked Joy more lovely. — ^No one knew 

Her country or her kindred, and she spoke 

In foreign accents our Italian tongue. 

She had no friend or comforter, except 

When she exprest her sorrows in her song ; 

For she would often wake her soft guitar 

To such meek echoes of her silver voice. 
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That the rapt ear had scarce the power to tell 
If late or voice were sweetest. It was thus 
I leam'd, by fitfal strainiji, her monmful tale 
Breath'd to as mournful music. I can scarce 
Recal the mournful hist'ry, but it was 
A wild and passionate^ story, ifsueh as bards 
Do weave their rhymes withal,^-'twas of a youth 
Who lov'd her, and who left h^,— and who broke 
A heart that lived but for him and his love! 
For the meek heart was broken, and its strains, 
like rausie fabled of the dying swan, 
Sung but the prelude to the dirge of death. 

Her wasting form, slow step, and fading eye. 
Told she was flust declining ; her sweet songs 
Were meeker in their melody ; the strains 
That mom and evening blest the Vii^n's eaw. 
Grew fainter yet, and fainter ! Now no mor^ 
She sought the wood, of climbed the vine-bung hill, 
Or roamed by the fair river; but at hone, 
Sad pris'ner to her eouoh, she still beguiled 
Her sorrows with her music, still she blest 
With morn and eveniog hymns the Virgin's care ! 



A FEAGMENT. S9 

Soon she was taken from us, and her death 
Was sweet, methought, and beautiful ! One eye. 
One lovely moonlight eve, we lingered long, 
Listing her sweetest anthem, till at once, 
The gentle music ceased, and when we came 
We found her dead ! and thus life, lute, and voice 
Were still'd alike together ! 

O it seem'd 
As if the Blessed Virgin, from on high. 
Had hush'd, at once, her sorrows and her song, 
And call'd the suff'rer, to arise and take 
Her seat with seraphs, and her harp in heaven ! 
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STANZAS. 



O BREATHE that tender word again, 
That bids my bosom cease its fright, 

saj thou loVst me still, and then 

My darkest fears shall wing their flight, 
As fly before the dreamer's ken 
The fleet and fading forms of night. 

1 i^ill not say that I have knelt 
A votVy at Affection's shrine ; 

I will not boast that I have felt 
Some portion of that flame divine ; 

Nor tell thee how this heart would melt 
At simplest thoughts of thee and thine ! 

I will not boast of aught so vain, 
I will but ask thee turn and view 

This faded form, this cheek of pain, 

This pale brow blanched to sorrow's hue. 

These pallid looks, and eyes that rain 
With tears, that only fall for you ! 



STA19ZAS. 41 

Yet breathe again that blissful word, 

That o'er my soul a solace flings, 
By this lone ear, and heart, preferr'd 

To all the joys that music brings. 
When soft through evening distance heard. 

The fairy Echo sweeps her strings. 

Yes, breathe, my love, that sound once more, 

And I wOl hush my anguish deep ; 
Will bid my sorrows ceas6 to pom*, 

And soothing e'en despair to sleep, i 

Will smile, in transport, as before, 

And, if I may, — ^forget to weep. 
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STANZAS. 



Yes ! they are right, who fondly say 
That pure affection never ends, 

But lasts, though earth and time decay, 
And lives though separation rends ; 

Though all she value 's snatdi'd away, 
Grief most laments dq^ed friends ! 

For love, they tell us, is a flower 
Too pure to flourish, save on high ; 

They say it lives its earthly hour, 

In charms that fade, and tints that die, 

Tc^ ripen for its heavenly bower. 
And grace the gardens of the sky ! 



43 



STANZAS. 



The tear that dimm'd, sweet girl, thine eye. 
Lay, in its orb, a moment hid ; 

And lingered, as if loth to flj 
The circle of its native lid. 

At length, while sad and sdow it left 
The precincts of its crystal cell. 

It seem'd a pearl, relnetant reft 
From its own pure and parent shell ! 
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THE BANKS OF LOIRE. 



TO ^ LADY. 



O, WHY art thou so far away 

From scenes to love and feeling dear — 
Where every object seems to say 

That thou, alone, art wanting here ? 
For e'en in such a scene as this. 

Thy presence would fresh charms inspire. 
Yes, thou could'st heighten e'en the bliss 

Of these sweet banks ! the banks of Loire 1 

Tis evening ; and that gentle hour 

For me hath charms, of blest control ; 
And every spell of holiest power 

Hath, then» its influence o'er my soul. 
And oft, in many a twilight dream 

My musing spirit shall retire, 
And love to haunt this fairy stream, 

And these sweet banks ! the banks of Loire i 
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Tis ereniDg now; but such an eve, 

So calm, so cloudless, and so pure. 
As ruder climes can scarce conceiye, 

Where envious mists yon orb obscure. 
But here with radiance bright as noon. 

The monarch sets, in floods of fire. 
Yet lingers, loth to leave so soon 

These beauteous banks ! the banks of Loire! 

Tis evening; but the fall of night 

Sinks softly on a scene so rare. 
The skies smile down in looks of light. 

And earth returns a smile as fair. 
The winds have sung themselves to rest. 

The very zephyrs all expire ; 
As hush'd upon the river's breast. 

They kiss the banks, the banks of Loire ! 

'Tis evening, and meek twilight throws 
Soft shades o'er river, vale, and hill. 

And Nature sinks in sweet repose. 
And all is beauteous ! all is still! 
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Save that with oft^repeated lays, 
The warblers, in their erening dboir, 

Unite their music, in the praise 
Of these fair banks, the banks of L^ire ! 

'Tis evening ; and this smiling scene 
Hath never smiled so sweet before, 

These vine-dad hills, those meadows green, 
Yon silver stream, and fairy shore. 

Are they not all we dream of Heaven ? 

say, can mortal hopes aspire 
Beyond the Paradise that's given 

On these fair banks, the banks of Loire ? 

Tis evening ; by the twilight gleam, 

1 see a bright^ and a fairy isle, 
A gem amid that silver stream, 

A dimple on that river's smile ! 
And I would claim, for us, that spot, 

For what could love itself require ? 
But just the space to build a cot 

On these fair banks, the banks of Loire ! 
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THE MERMAID AND THE SAILOR. 



A mermaid on a dolphin's back. 

Uttering such dulcet and harmomous bxeath. 

That the rude sea grew civil at her aoug.^Shakspeare. 



«< Oh come," a Mermaid simg, ^^ and dwell 

With me, in a brij^t and a sparry cell ; 

I'll choose thee beneath the deep waves a spot. 

And rU deck for my lover a beautiful grot. 

And the pleasures of earth , and the wealth of the sea, 

They all shall belong, my own Sailor, to thee ! " 

But the Sailor replied, '* Thy prayers must fail, 
For I have a cot in my native vale ; 
And an aged mother awaits me there. 
With daily hope and with nightly prayer, 
And she asks of Heaven one only joy, 
To behold once more her Sailor-boy ! '' 

" O thou shalt walk our fairy strands, 

Among silver billows and golden sands. 

And thou shall roam in the coral cayes. 

And see the tall ships as they lie in their graves; 
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And I'll show thee what wond'rous things there be. 
That lie in the depths of the fathomless seal " 

** O, no ! for I would rather roam 

In the humble walks of my Tillage home, 

I would not bat hear my mother's Toice ! 

I would not But bid her heart rejoice ! 

For all the mines of wealth that sleep 

In the bottomless cayes of the ocean deep ! " 

*^ Treasures 1*11 bring thee from many a wreck, 

And I'll braid, with fresh diamonds, thy hair and thy neck. 

I'll sooth thee to rest with my softest lute, 

And the songs of my sea-nymphs shall never be mute. 

And 1*11 feast thee with joys, O ! far above 

The noblest bliss of a mortal loye." 

<< Nay tempt me no more," the sailor replied, 

<( I have promised my Mary to make her my bride, 

And she waits, e'en now, on yonder strand 

With a seraph smile, and a lily hand. 

And a look all love, and a heart all truth, 

To welcome home her sailor youth ! " 
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*^ Then meet her and perish I " — ^the syren cried, 
And she plunged deep down — in the foaming tide. 
And she rear'd again her awftd form, 
And she woke the winds, and she hurPd the storm, 
And the tall ship smik,'and the wild waves bore 
That sailor^s corse to his Mary's door ! 



£ 
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WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 



I HUNG my harp upon the bough 
That droops o'er fabled Lethe*s streams, 

And si?ore, with many a firmest tow, 
To wake no more its idle themes. 

But soon as e*er my harp was hung 

In silence, lone, neglected there, 
Its chords were swept, its strains were sung, 

By hands unseen — ^by forms of air. 

First Music, on the zephyr's wing. 
Came floating thro' the twilight shade ; 

And waking every softest string. 

Breathed sweetest stimms through all the glade. 

Next Sorrow's self, in seraph gm'se. 

Found in its lays, awhile, relief ; 
And own'd, amid its plaintive sighs, 

Her only joy — ^the joy of grief. 
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Next Fif^ woke the sleepiiig wire, 
And fillM with sweetest tones the grove ; 

But soon to Love resigned the lyre. 
For Pit J is akin to Love. 

Love took the Ijie at Pity's call, 

And as he swept the varied chords, 
He softly tuned each sweetest fall 

To gentlest' sighs, and whisper'd words. 

Last Memory came ; with methiw'd tone, 
She swept die straias^ ttnt .long were fled, 

And taught the sleeping strings alone 
To breathe of joy and tiatttport dead. 

And now, if strains so lone and mute, 
Awake, perdianpey some pleasing measure, 

They only breathe,.Iike Echo's l6te, 
Of vanished, joy and patted pleasure. 
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iiOVE AND BEAUTY. 



Young Love was once a pris'ner kept, 
For roaming late in Beauty's bowers ; 

The nymph surprised bim while he slept^ 
And boimd him with a wreath of flowers. 

She guards him with her virgin train, 
They watch by turns, while Jjoyb reposes ; 

Or weave fresh rosebuds for 1^ chain, 
For young Love's chains are made of roses. 

Yet still Love pitied, and only sought 

To rid him qf his rosy fetter $ 
For thoqgh his chains were flbwerS) he thought 

No chains at all would suit him bettier. 

But scarce his discontent began. 
And scarce the angry thought had risen, 

Before the boy conceived a plan. 
To free him from his flow'ry prison. 
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Twas this, the little artful elf, 
While he and Beauty watch'd together, 

ContnYed a plan to free himself. 
And bind her in the rosy tether. 

One night, the train of Nymphs wab fled. 

Fatigued with all day*s anxious duty. 
And hating put young Love to bed, 

They left him to the care of Beauty, 

Then Cupid heat'd a deep-drawn sigh, 

And drooping low his gaudy pinion. 
He seemed to Beauty's gazing eye, 

As if resigned to sleep's dominion. 

And now he spoke, and now he stirred, 
And sobbed, and smiled, — ^to Beauty's seeming. 

The urchin dreamed, and she had heard — 
That Love was always fond of dreaming ! 

So Beauty watched him late and long. 

Till getting rather tired and stupid ; 
She sunk, herself, the flowers among, ' 

And slept beside the couch of Cupid. 
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Then Lore arose, his rosjr bands 

With eager haste he tore apart ; 
And bound poor Beauty's eyes and hands. 

And more than aU*^e bound her heart ! 

Then high in air, att>nce, he springs, 
With bow, and shafts, and glittering quiver ; 

And soaring far, on wanton wings 
He flew awaj — alas ! for ever. 
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RUDEL, A TALE. 



[The Subject of the following Lines is to be found in a recent 
Publication of great interrest and merit, ** The Life of 
Joanna, Queen of Naples."] 



Listen my love ! I'll tell thee an old tale 
Writ in Italian annals, of a youth 
Who lived and died for love !— the tale is sad 
As were Love's histories ever ! 

In the timeS) 
When first Crusaders sought the Holy Land, 
There went, among the multitude^ a jrouth, 
A gay and gallant youth, the young Rudel. 
Not skilled alone in all chivalric feats, 
To guide the war«horse, or to urge the lance, 
And dare the tourney's tasks ; not merely brave, 
In times when all were valiant, but his soul 
Had owned diviner influence, he had caught 
The troubadour's gay science, and his hand 
Had wak'd to songs of love, the lyre divine. ^ 
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He left his country for the Holy Land, 
And sought o'er earth and sea his weary way. 
Contented but to reach the goal at last, 
And kneel a pilgrim at the Sacred Shrine. 
But on that wide and weary pilgrimage, 
A beauteous idol caught his young eye's glance, 
And won him to her worship ; thine it was, 
Princess of Tripoli ! — (a name endeared 
Aye to Love*s latest annals) — ^thine to turn 
The pilgrim from his duty and his vow, 
To gain that earthly Paradise-^ thy love. 

His task accomplished, and his vow fulfilled, 
He sought again his native land, and reached 
His sovei^igh's court in safety ; there, where all 
Of brave and fair'awaited his return ; ' 
Where warriors listenied to his feats of arms 
And tales of Paynim foes and Paynim lands ; 
Where Beauty listen'd to her minstrel's lyre 
And smiled divinest influence, there alas! 
He languished in despair, and tuned his lyre 
To one sole theme— the lady of his love. 
Then quitted soon the court of wealth and ease, 
To brave the dangers of the East again. 
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He left his home once more, and he embark'd 
For the far Syrian land, but ere he reached 
The wish'd*for shore, th' enfeebled frame had smik 
Beneath the spirit's conflict, and he came 
A djing man to Tripoli ; his voice 
Had scarcely pow'r to breathe his one sole prayer-^ 
To see his love once more, and then to die I 
The princess heard his message, where she sat, 
In the soft shadow of her garden bower. 
Listening the music that its fountains made. 
It was an arbour blooming with all sweets. 
The scarlet-dyed anemone, the rose, 
The rich ranuncdus were there, and flowers 
Sweetest iii Syria's realm or Asia's dime. 

She heard the messenger who brought the tale. 
With such high bearing as might suit a queen, 
Dsting her vassal's prayer ; *< A gentle youth ' 
" Lay languishing," he said, ^* in yonder bark,^ 
*' A Christian and a minsttel, one, indeed, 
^* On whom, in other times, her smile had beam'd 
'' Approval to his minstrelisy, — ^and now 
^^ He had one only boon, it was to bear 
^' His sighs to her sole ear, and to avow 
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" In death a flame that life had ne'er reveal'd, 
" And ask a tear shed o'er the lost Rudel." 
There is a^spell lidlfd with the loved one's name. 
Potent o'er heart and brow ; the prineess heard 
That minstrel's name, and see ! her lodk of pride 
Is changed to yery anguish, and her eye 
Dr6wn8 all its scorn in sorrow ; strait she bade 
Her damsels guide her to her minstrel's bark, 
And stood beside his couch. 

• - ♦ • 

Oh ! Lote thou art 
The only conqu'ror-— thy triumphal car 
Is drawn alike by monarchs as by slaves ! 
She stood beside the pallet where he slept 
The troubled sleep of suff 'ring, yet his soul 
Still owned divinest visions, and his lip 
Breathed in oonynlsiTe tones the one loved name. 
She heard, she answered ; with instinctive grasp 
She seized his chilling hand, and bade him wake 
To life, and love, and happiness— alas ! 
Excess of joy was mortal, the sick youth 
Heard, saw, and knew his love; a moment's space 
He just reviv'd ; and would have seized her hand, 
To feed on it with kisses ; would have blest 
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Her well-approY'd affection ; would have own'd 
The call to life and love, — ^bnt aU was o'er» — 
Up, hand, and eye, refused their office now, 
Yet his last sigh did syllable her name, 
And he died blessing her ! 

The princess was 
A life-long mourner to her lover's corse. 
She gaye all honour'd obsequies : Rudel 
Sleeps with Knights Templars, in their holy shrine. 
She sought a conYent then, and a meek nun. 
Gave all her days to Sorrow and to Heaven ! 
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THE DYING GIRL TO HER LOVER. 



Go to the vale ! where the spring is in blooming. 

Blooming with blossoms that frailest be, 
And think, while decay the meek flowers is entombing, 

Oh think of me ! 

t 

Go to OUT grove ! in the soft spring weather^ 

And ling'ring there o'er flower and tree. 
Think on the hours we have pass'd there together. 

And think of me ! 

Go not to look on the day-beams of splendour. 

For the visions of evening are fitter for thee ; 
Then look on the shadows of twilight so tender. 

And think of me ! 

Go look on the sky which the night-fall is shading. 

While day and its glories all vanish and flee ; 
And think, while its fast-fleeting visions are fading. 

Oh think of me ! 
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Take thou my lute 1 while thy fingers are flying 

O'er measures that softest and saddest be, 
Think, while the strains of its mui^ic. are dying. 

Oh think of me! 

Come to my tomb ! at the still hour of even. 

Yet come not to weep that my spirit is free] 
But lift thy dim «ye to the glories of heaven, 

And think of me I 



Forget that I liyed, that I loved ! — oh forget 

Yet mj jnem'ry may still be endearing to thee ; 
Then, oh ! if it soothes but thj soul to r^igret me, 

Oh think of me I 
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THE ALBUM OP BEAUTY. 



Fbiendship was asked by Beauty once, 
To write a few lines on her Album's roll, 

But Friendship, it seems, after all, is a dunce, 
Unskill'd to write on a young lady's scroll. 

So he bother'd his brains, and perplex'd his nob. 
But his hopes of success grew thinner and thinner ; 

So says he '^ I'll get Cupid to do this job, 
<* And I'll write him a note, and invite him to dinner." 

They lived, at that time, in a snug little dell, 
In two pretty cottages close to each other ; 

'Tis said that they were related as well, 
And that Lore is but Friendship's younger brother. 

So he wrote him a note, and thus it began, 
" Dear Love ! I've a case that requires your attention; 

^* So pray come and dine here to-day, if you can, 
" And we'll fix the hour that you'll please to mention." 
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Love received the invite, and replied to it thus, 
" Dear FriendBhip 1— To-day I believe I'm at leisure, 

'' So well take a late dinner without any fuss, 
«' And I'll do your commands with a deal of pleasure 

" I find it is now nearly half-past eleven, 
^^ And as I go shooting to-day in the grove ; 

'' I can't well be with you till nearly seven, 
'• Till then— Adieu!— Your's ever I— Love !— " 

So he came and took dinner and wine, and then 
. Tb^y «diJ9unied to a ^nM^jSTrhou^eclos^ to the river ; 
Love 8harpen'4bis.at(owi0.E^i:ye^for a pen,. 
And cwci^ bis. ink jn. bis^g^lden q^uiver. 

• ■ * 

Says Friendship, " I fear I your kindness abuse ;** 
" Not at all. Sir, (says Love,) for you know this my trade is ; 

'* When I've written for Beauty these fewbiUet-doux, 
" I have plenty more left, if you've any more ladies. 

'^ I often lay hold of some lively hint, 

". And turn it to rhymes just to keep off the vapours ; 
'^ And if the girls wish to be praised in print, 

*' I can get 'em inserted in all the papers. " 
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Then he went on to write about hearts and darts, 
About offering love and love returning; 

And scrawPd the book in different parts, 
With pictures of fires upon altars burning ! 

But when Beauty came on the page to look, 
You cant think, young Ladies, how cross it made her, 

To find the two rogues had spoil'd the book. 
And that Love and Friendship had both betrayed her ! 

MORAL. 

So young Ladies beware, take the warning that's meant. 
For Friendship is sly, tho' you think him but stupid ; 

If you lend him your books or your hearts, you'll rqient. 
For he's sure to betray you, and give 'em to Cupid ! 
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WRITTEN IN A VOLUME OP THE REMAINS 

OP H. K. WHITE. 



O Stbanoeb ! if thine heart deny 
At Pity's fay'rite shrine to weep, 

If thou canst view, with tearless eye, 
The grave where Youth and Science sleep ! 

Then fly this hallowed shrine, so dear 

To ser^>h Pity's holiest train ; 
Away ! nor dare to linger near 

A spot thy presence would profane. 

But if thy nobler choice refuse 

The charms that win the worldly mind ; 
If Feeling, Science, and the Muse 

Have cheer'd thy woes, thy joys refined : 

Or haply if thine heart hath known 

The warmth of Feeling's genial glow ; 

And while it stifled all its own. 

Hath mielted at another's woe : 

F 
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Or if thy steps have sought the cell, 
Where, nightly, o'er the wasting oil, 

The sons of Science wake to dwell 
O'er all that charms the classic toil ; 

And while the minstrel sweetly sung. 
And woke in rapture's tone the lyre. 

If e'er thine ear delighted hung 
O'^r the soft lay and warhling wire : 

Or if the dear desire of Fame 
Hath charmed thy young enthusiast soul, 

If thou would'st shine a deathless name, 
High on her bright, eternal roll : 

Or if to yet diviner ends 

Thy yonthful ardour hath been given ; 
And if thine early song ascends 

like morning incense — ^breath'd to heaven ! 

And, Stranger ! if thy soul refuse 
The charms that win the worldly mind, 

If Feeling, Science, and the Muse 
Have cheer'd thy woes, thy joys refined : 
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O pause, and wake the lyre, and sweep 
The dirge that speaks its saddest gloom, 

O'er Feeling, Science, Genius weep. 
For, Stranger, this is Henry's tomb ! 
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ON A MEETINO OF THE BIBLfe SOCIETY. 



Thou Book of God ! thou art that holy dove, 

That o*er the world from England's ark dost spring, 
And now, while journeying on thy flight of lore. 

Dost here repose, awhile, thy weary wing. 
O! eyer thus these peaceful tokens bring, 

That, to her home, the patriarch's herald bore ; 
Then, on thy last long journey wandering. 

O'er the wide earth on stronger pinions soar. 
Till Sin's last floods be sunk, and thou return no more ! 
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ODE TO SICKNESS. 



Hence, rude intemperate Health ! 

Thy noise affrights me, and thy shouts distress, 

I enyj not thy boasted wealth 

Of joyous spirits and robust excess. 

But, gentle Sickness, welcome thou ! 

Nymph of the faded form and hectic brow. 

In languid tones, and numbers faint, 

I welcome thee, meek suff 'ring saint ! 

For I, from childhood's earliest hour. 

Have own'd, soft nurse, thy chastening power, 

And round my brow the hectics twine 

That surely mark the rot'ry thine ! 

But come not in those terrors drest 
That haunt the midnight Suff 'rer's rest. 
When wild before his sleepless eyes 
Delirious dreams of madness rise. 
But, come ! as thou so oft art seen 
In pensiye guise, but look serene. 
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Thine arms uplift to heaven in prayer, 
Thy pale eye fix'd devoutly there ! 
While one sad tear, devout and meek, 
Just stains the paleness of thy cheek. 
And speaks the feeling of a mind, 
Serene, and tranquil,and resign' d. 

And when, meek angel of the tomb ! 
Thou hring'st the sunwums of my doom, 
O ! come to these expectant eyes. 
With gentle step, in seraph guise. 
And duly round my couch of pain 
Assemble all Affection's train ! 
Let Friendship wait attendant near, 
Let Pity pour her holiest tear, 
let If ope still upward lift her eye. 
And Resignation breathe her sigh ! 
And let Religion's awM voice 
Bid fainting heart and strength rejoice, 
And every holiest power prevail. 
To cheer the pilgrim through the vale ! 
And, oh, let Love my couch prepare, 
Whate'er beside is wanting there. 
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O, be there at my lowlj bed» 
One hand to cheer my aching head, 
One eye to watch my startled sleep, 
One faithful breast whereon to weep ! 
One seraph voice, whose simple tone 
May sooth Affliction's wildest moan ! 
One tongue to breathe of future bliss, 
One lip my burning brow to kiss, 
One aching heart, one weeping eye. 
To see me struggle, faint, and die ! 
One mourner, o'er my lowly tomb. 
To weep, sincerely weep, my doom ! 
Let such thy blest companions be. 
And, Sickness, I will dwell with thee I 
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LOVB AND FRIENDSHIP. 



When Loye was a boy, quite a tiay young elf, 

He grew such a scamp and a dunce. 
That the girls were all frighten'd, and each, for herself. 

Said she cut his acquaintance at once. 

They declared that his conduct was getting so bad, 

That to let it pass over were stupid. 
And they said a young lady must really be mad. 

Who'd receive the attentions of Cupid. 

So they cut him, whenever they went out to ride 

On their pretty Jerusalem ponies ! 
And they sent no invites for quadrilling beside, 

Or for conversaziones ! 

So Love, when his doleful disgrace he knew, 

He grew nervous and melancholy ; 
And began to repent, as most of us do, 

The effects of his youthful folly ! 
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'^ So," says he, '* I'll see Friendship, for he's the man, 

'* Since this cutting work the trade is, 
** And I'll get him at once to contrive me a plan, 

** To have my revenge of the ladies." 

So he found out young Friendship, <* My dear Sir/' says he, 

'^ I want to revenge an affront ; 
'* The ladies have cut me, and so d'ye see, 

<* I'U shoot 'em, -be hanged if I don't." 

" You are angry," says Friendship^ " pray, Cupid, be calm, 
'* And laugh at 'em, there's a dear fellow !" 

But 'twas useless for Friendship to offer his balm. 
Little Love would do nothing but bellow. 

** You have only to dress up," says Friendship, ** like me, 
'* And round the girls' haunts you must hover ; 

** For they'll still receive him as a friend, d'ye see, 
" Who's already refused as a lover." 

So Friendship lends Cupid his best suit of clothes. 

And his own faithful dog to attend him ; 
Gives him all the compassion he could for his woes, 

And the best of advice to befriend him. 
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Then he binds up Love's fluttering pinions, and flings 

His bow and his shafts in the mer; 
LoYe cried when they tied up his beautiful wings, 

And still more when they emptied his quiver. 

So in Friendship's disguise, Lore's received in all parts. 

And where'er he's received is a victor ; 
And he makes such a haroc among the girls' hearts. 

As is past my skill to picture. 

HORAI.. 

So young ladies take heed of a sudden surprise, 

For how tiresome 'twould be, to discover 
That Love had deceived you, in Friendship's disguise. 

And you'd welcomed a friend who had tum'd out a lover. 
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ELINOR. 



▲ BALLAD. 



Say whose the form that, robed in white, 
Glides on by the castle's western wall ? 

And whose the steps that fall as light 
As flakes of snow on snow would fall ? 

O heaven ! that form, and that still small tread, 
Can it be Lady Elinor ? yes, 'tis she! 

But these gloomy walls, and those dungeons dread, 
Oh ! what are these, sweet maid, to thee ? 

Or what canst thou hope, fair Lady, to find. 
That thou leay'st thy chamber of home and bliss, 

To braTe the force of the winter's wind, 
In a night of storms, a night like this ? 

On, on she advances, till chamber, and bower, 
And portal, and drawbridge all are past ; 

And she stops at the foot of the dungeon tower. 
And reaches her hope and her home at last ! 
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And see at the portal the maiden stands^ 
Ajid she plies the lock with its pond'rous key. 

But ah ! will it yield to such feeble hands ? 
YeSf Heaven assists, and her lover is free ! 

For she has dared that dungeon's gloom. 
Her young heart's plighted faith to prove ; 

And sought, at midnight, this living tomb, 
To save or to die with her warrior love. 

" O come, love, come at thine Elinor's call, 
*< Ere my Father awake and my kinsmen pursue ; 

'^ Thy friends all await at the outer wall, 
^* And their steeds are fleet, and their swoids are true." 

^^But how can I leave thee ?" the warrior cried, 
** To thy kinsmen indignant, thy father severe, 

*' O come but with me and I'll make thee my bride, 
** Or stay and we'll perish together here !" 

They haste, at once, from that dungeon dark. 
And rush to the gate of the outward wall. 

But the castle is roused in arms, and hark — 
They hear the warder's waking call. 
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^* The foe press on, my love ! my life l" 
He cries, *' do thou pass these walls the first, 

*' And thoa but safe from danger's strife^ 
** I'll meet our foes and brave their worst." 

He sprung to the wall, but a deadly dart, 
From a hand unseen, hath that moment sped ; 

It wounds her fair bosom, it sinks in her heart, 
And she faUs at the feet of her loTer,— dead ! 

Yet in death her lips breathe love's soft vow. 
And love's own smile her features wreathed ; 

That smile had graced a seraph's brow, 
That prayer, a seraph might have breathed ! 

Then the warrior snatched a foeman's brand, 
And while her lipiS he, kneeling, prest. 

He plunged in his bosom a deadly hand. 
And a corse he fell on his Elinor's breast ! 
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WRITTEN UNDER A PORTRAIT OP 

CUPID. 



Alas ! O I/>ve ! that thou should'st bring 
Some poison ever on th j wing, 
That thy iom victims still should be 
So blest in all things— save in thee ! 
That those who fill thine early grave 
Should be the beauteous and the brave ! 

Then paint not Love a rosy boy, 
With looks of light and smiles of joy. 
Nor deck his cheek with beauty's bloom. 
Nor tint his lips with sweet perfume, 
Nor trace his mouth enshrined in blisses. 
Such as might tempt a vestal's kisses. 
But rather sketch, instead, a form 
Dark as the spirit of the storm ; 
And if, across his cheek, a ray 
Of passing brightness seems to play, 
O paint it transient as the cloud 
That gilds the tempest in its shroud, 
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And round his brow, and o'er his eye. 
Let the fair lightning wildly fly, 
And let his young insidious breath, 
Spread flame, and pestilence, and death ! 
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DRAMATIC SCENE. 



THE PARTIHQ FOR THB CRUIADB. 



ALBERT AND EMMA. 

Albert. Now but one trial more, yet that the worst, 
To bid my bride adiea I and from my heart' 
Tear aye its dearest life-string ! Oh ! methought 
How like a heroine my Emma seemed, 
When in my halls, e'en now, her voice and mien 
Awed our assembled chieftains, when she called 
Our plighted champions to redeem their vows, 
And tear them from their loves, as I from mine ! 
See where she comes ; but ah ! how altered now. 
Her step is trembling, and her cheek is pale, 
And that same eye that awed a multitude 
Sheds more than female sorrows. {Enter Emma.) 

Nay, sweet love. 
Weep not as weeps thy sex, for Emma soars 
Above mere woman's weakness : 'twas but now 
She deemed herself a heroine, and she bade 
Each noblest baron mark, and tell his love, 
How bravely Emma bade her lord farewell ! 
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Em. Thy words aredaggers — spare them then. Alas ! 
How short is woman's triumph o'er herself* 
A brief uncertain time she may o'erpass 
Her sex's limits, for awhile may soar, 
Like some poor dove that mocks the eagle's flight, 
To realms beyond her nature ; but full soon 
She sinks, with weary wing and aching heart, 
And falls in weakness down— as I do now ! 

Al. CSupporting her.J My Emma, love, look up! 

Em. My gentle lord, 

I am but come to ask a simple boon. 

Al. Name it, my weeping love ; said'st thou a boon? 
Command thine Albert to obey thy will, 
And he'll achieve the enterprise, though earth 
And every darker power oppose the deed. . 
Come — tell me then thy will. Does Emma wish 
The treasures of the East, the gems that glow 
In mines of farthest Ind; or would she wear 

The silks of Persia, or such robes as deck 

The Moslem's royal bride ? Yet 'tis not so ! 

My Emma tow'rs above her sex's foibles. 

Nor asks the needless aid of gems and robes 

To deck a form that Beauty's self adorns ! 

1 read thy wish writ in thine anxious looks, 

G 
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Thy boon is for tby husband — thou wouldst wish 
That holy men should, eveiy mom and eye, 
OflTer their orisons ; yes, thou wouldst ask 
For daily masses for thy loid's return. 
Then let the holiest priests in England's realm 
Breathe all their pnrdhased prayers ; tho* trust me, love, 
One whisper'd wish, breathed from a heart like thine, 
Would influence more the purity of Heaven 
Than all the masses that the Church e'er sold. 
Thou wouldst require some boon for holy church, 
Speak I not truth, my Emma ? 

Em. Oh, sweet Lord ! 

I would that sacred powers were all employed 
To shed their influence on thine enterprise ! 
I would that holy men should weary heaven 
For blessings on thy jourbey ; this I ask. 
But ask far more^ a boon I scarce may name. 
I would, upon thy weary pilgrimage, 
Some dear and well- loved form should haunt thy way, 
Should cheer thy health; and all. thy sickness share, 
And be to thee a lover and a bride I 
This is my boon. I ask tb share thy vow^ 
And go a fellow pilgrim with my lord. 

Al. Nay, my sweet love ! Affection asks a prayer, 
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That honour's self denies. I am^ thou linow'st, 

The soldier of the Cross, the sacred sign 

Is my sole banner now, and e'en my love 

Must yield to my devotion ! Love'a delights 

Suit ill a soldier's duty. Would>8t thou, then, 

Behold thy love a truant from his vows, 

And a base recreant from the Holy Cause ? 

Em. Nay, I'll resign each dear connubiiddaim, 

Nor breathe a thought of love, so thou bu4 gi^aUt 

My one sole boon f Oh, my own love ! I'll' be 

Thy boy, thy page ; in youthful garb arrayed, 

I'll serve a vassal to my honoured lord ! 

I'll wake at mom my warrior from his conch, 

And all day long I'll watch his slightest looks. 

And guess his very wishes ; then at night 

I'll wake my lute to themes of joy and love, 

And thus I'll sooth my warrior to his rest^ 

These are my cares in health, and if disease 

Should stretch my love upon his tcvtiiring couch, 

Oh, who like me shall soothe his weary bed, 

Or pour assuaging balsams ? or what breast 

Like mine can pillow to repose benign ? 

ril be, sweet lovie to thee, as minstrels sing, 

The fairy of thy being, and will charm 

G 2 
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All noxioQS things away, and strew all good 
Along thy path of danger and of love ! 

Al. Hear me, my Emma, 'tis but for thyself 
Thine Albert fears ; ah ! little knows my love 
The dangers that await her. Can a form 
Framed only for the arms of sheltering lore, 
E'er brave the dangers of a warrior's life. 

Eh. Believe me, Albert, Love itself can know 
No evil such as absence ; she who shares 
Her loVd one's trials lightens all her own. 
While she, poor timid one, who rests at home, 
Augments her certain griefs by fancied ills, 
And like the timid child, in darkness left, 
Finds in ideal fears her worst of woes ! 

Ax. It scarce may be. 

Em. O do not idly strive 

To thwart my purpose, 'tis the settled vow, 
And fix'd resolve of love ! Gro as ye list, 
I'll track o'er land and sea my warrior's course, 
And on far Eastern shores my lord shall meet 
His bride beside him, and shall find that love 
Knows but one place to separate — ^the tomb» 

Aii. Nay, I most yield. Oh ! man, how vain the pow'r 
Thy pride would arrogate, when woman arms 
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Her feeblest powers against thee. Yes, sweet life, 
I grant with willing grace thy boon of loYe. 
Thou shalt bear company with Richard's qneen, 
Who sails, e'en now, for Cypros ; thou shalt share 
The splendour of her court, or stay — ^if more 
Thou loy'st my poor companionship^ then be 
E'en what thou say'st, — in boyish garb array'd, 
Be thou my page and vassal. Oh my loyei 
The bard, in after times shall sing thy tale, 
The limner seek in thine for Cupid's face, 
And picture Lore, like thee, a blue-eyed boy ! 
Come, let's away together. 

(Exeunt,) 
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WRITTEN IN THE ALBUM OF A FRIEND. 



Yes ! I obey tby isummons with detight, 

To write my name upon thy classic roll, 
Bat on its pa^e* soAe counsels will indite, 

Such as may best befit a minstrer& sctoU. 
For thou would'st live a poet — ^thy young soul 

Hath caught the influence of those hallow'd fires, 
That not, alone, mere mortal minds control, 

But hold their empire o'er angelic choirs, 
And wake the hymns of heaven, and tune the seraph lyres ! 

If thou would'st live on the bright wreath of fame. 

That beams the rainbow of the moral sky ; 
If thou would'st leave, to after times, a name 

Which like that bow of promise ne'er shall die : 
Then must thy youthful mind, and ear, and eye 

Be subject to high teachings, must obey 
The call imperious of that influence high, 

That bids thee spurn this dull material sway^ 
And soar to brighter worlds and realms of cloudless day. 
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First, thou most patient bear the hardy tciil 

That gende^t minds and noblest spirits share ; 
O'er Learning's tomes most waste the nudnight oil, 

With grateful tasks, and self-requiting care. 
Next must' thy leisure hours thy toils repair, 

With lighter lessons, ta'eu from Art divine ; 
With Muiiic's charms, the pencil's fictions fair^ 

And all that Mirth, and Joy, and Health combine- 
So shalt thou cheer thy toils, yet worship still the Nine. 



For deeply must thy spirit be imbued 

With sweet Philosophy's diyinest themes — 
Not with such shadows and chimeras rude 

As haunt the sophist's or the sceptic's dreams ; 
But with such light of truth as Reason gleams 

On the fair page of Science, or the scroll 
Of Nature, where Eternal Wisdom beams 

Its holiest radiance on Creation's whole, 
And charms th'enthusiast sight, and captivates the soul. 



For lo ! before thine ardent gaze, |a spread 
A volume fiurer than the schoolmen knew ; 

The mighty scroll in Earth, Air, Ocean read — 
The glorious book of Nature courts thy view, 
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Writ in fresh lines, and beauties eyer new. 

This must thine eager soul and sight peruse, 
From when the rays of mom their course renew. 

Till when the ievening shades the light refuse. 
And leave the weary world to Silence and the Muse» 

Yes ! though no poet's song shall e'er display 

The wealth that Nature boasts in every bow'r, 
Nor music match her meanest minstrel's lay, 

Nor pencil truly paint her simplest flower, 
Yet, since before thy sight the gorgeous dower 

In all its life and loveliness is given. 
Be thine the task to watch its varied power 

From mom's first ray to deepest shades of even. 
Thro' all the glorious realms of Earth, Air» Ocean, Heav'n. 

More gifts were needful, but thou hast them all — 

The warmth of Feeling, and the light of Miud, 
And Fancy's dream, and seraph Pity's thrall. 

And every gentlest gift and grace refined. 
That, aye, in noble natures live enshrined. 

Be but thy constant solace, and thy toil 
To task with ceaseless care thy gifts assign'd ; 

Nor let indulgent ease thy purpose foil, 
But dread, oh ! dread, to hide thy talent in the soil. 
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With such exertion shall thj youthful name 

Become, aye, dearest to the fay'ring Nine ; 
The Muse shall love to hallow thy fair fame. 

And round thy hrow shall wreaths immortal twine, 
And deck with glory's halo death's cold shrine. 

For e'en in death thou shalt not all expire, 
But when thy form shall in the tomb recline. 

Then shall thy fame to noblest heights aspire, 
Thy own sweet songs thy dirge, thy monument— thy lyre. 
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STANZAS TO EVENING. 



Let the cfaeerfol and happy delight in the morning. 
And boast of the mirth and the mnsic of day ; 

Let them hail the bright visions the day-break adorning^ 
Or exult with the carol that welcomes its ray. 

But I rather would roam by the dim light of Hesper, 
"S^liile the scenes that surround me are tranquil and mute, 

Save, where the lorn turtle is tuning her vesper. 
Or the lover awaking the woes of his lute. 

For tho' sweet is the hour, when the songsters aspiring 

In unison warble the lays of their love ; 
Yet 'tis sweeter at eve, when those lays are expiring. 

And the last lingering echoes are hushed in the grove. 

And tho' fair is the rose, when awaken'd from sleeping. 
It haUs the first day-beam that wakes o'er the hill ; 

Yet 'tis sweeter at eve, when its blossoms are weeping, 
And its leaves are all wet with the tears they distil. 
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And tho* soft is the zephyr when, playfully flying, 
It wooes the young rose-bud and flutters its leaf; 

Yet 'tis softer at eTening, when, pensively sighing. 
It faints on the ear, like the murmurs of grief. 

And tho' bright are the beauties of ni(Hm in its splendour, 
When the fair face of Nature smiles cloudless and free ; 

Yet the shadows of twilight, so mournful, so tender. 
Are dearer to sorrow, are dearer to me I 
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THE STORM. 



[The flobject of the followiog liues is to be foand in one of a 
series of very interesting papers published in the Literary Ga- 
zette^ under the signature of '' An Old Sailor.] 



It was a glorious morning when we left 
Thy port, St. Andero, and gaily steer'd 
Our happy way to England and our home. 
Our freight was of the nohlest, for we bore 
The vet'ran to his country, and conveyed 
The sick and war-worn soldier from the field, 
To reap the hanrest that his toils had won. 

On the high deck of that proud vessel sat 
A father and his daughters, he was old 
And hoary, and his cheek was furrow'd deep, 
But less with years than sorrows ; he had lost 
The partner of his pilgrimage ; she died 
A stranger among strangers, and he came 
To die himself in his own native land. 
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But she had left two daughters, they were young 
And beauteous in their youth, their face and forms 
Might boast of woman's loveliest. Oh ! methinks 
That never can that holy, happy group 
Be banish'd from my memory, they seem'd 
Like Mercy and sweet Charity combined, 
To soothe the woes of sorrow an(i of age. 
And next them was a soldier, he was pale, 
And wan, and worn with anguish, he had dared 
Death in its fiercest terrors, but he pined 
Beneath his wounds, such deadliest wounds as kill 
The spirit, not the life ; leaving the shade 
Of what was once the gallant and the brave ! 
And by him sat his partner, she had left 
Her home and friends to tend her soldier's couch ; 
Yet she herself required all soothing cares. 
For she was fast declining — the rude storm 
Of life had been too terrible — she sunk, 
A lily in its meekness, yet she sat 
And gazed on her sick husband with a look 
like Pity's angel when she whispers Hope. 

And by them sat a cherub boy, who seemed 
The image of his mother, his blue eye. 
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And the luxuriant curling of his hair, 
And the soft silrer meekness of his Toioe 
Were her's, and her^s his gentleness and love. 
And ever and anon, that prattling child 
Would ask delighting questionsy :would adrert 
To every earliest haunt, and &?'rite spot, 
To his young memory hallowed ! — ^would inquire 
Of home and happy England, when again 
He should revisit these, and see once more 
The cottage where he dwelt, and roam along 
By the old abbey-walls, or climb the rocks 
That mantled o'er its ruins, when again 
Bathe in the crystal stream that wash'd its walls, 
And shadowed its gray image : thus he talk'd. 
Till the pleased father smiled to see his son, 
And the meek mother press'd her boy and wept ! 

And there were others there, the kiud^the good, 
Whom Mercy sends as heralds of herself, 
To bind up Nature's wounds, and to infuse 
The balm of Pity in the broken heart. 
And there was, too, the Infidel, the wretch 
Who saw yon high o'ercharging canopy. 
Yon glorious firmament of living fires. 
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And all the world of waters, and who thought 
That these were things of merest chance, and Hira, 
The Lord of this fair Universe, he deem'd 
A heing, too, of chance, if being were 
Who raled creatign ; poor devoted wretch ; 
Too soon to know and feel the power he scorn 'd ! 

The winds and waves were favoring, and we steered 
Gladly tow'rd home and England, till at night, 
One fatal night, when twilight's gath'ring pall 
Hung dark o'er air and ocean, — all at once, 
There came a fearful gust and rudely burl'd 
The vessel on the waters ; then arose 
Wild outcry and confusion, woman's wail, 
The suff'rers groan, and peevish infant's cry. 
And roaring of the wind and of the surge 
Raged in fierce contest, — ^with quick hand and eye 
We righted soon our vessel, and the winds 
That late were howMng o'er our prostrate bark. 
Like wolves around their prey, now seem'd to sink 
In peaceful gentleness, but soon again 
The winds raged fearfully, and the fell surge 
Dash'd o'er the struggling ship and fiercely dragged 
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Three victims to the waters and the grave! 

Oh, Heaven ! it is a fearfiil thing to see, 

In any time or place, by any means, 

The human soul departing, — ^but methinks 

To see the swimmer in his agony. 

To mark his desp'rate struggles, and to view 

The horror of his features, and to hear 

The anguish of his death-shriek, as he yields, 

To see him struggle, faint, and then go down. 

Doth image death, aye, in his fiercest form ! 

We watch'd them fainting fast, till one by one 

They sunk despairing down, and the fierce surge 

Howled its hoarse requiem o'er the seaman's grave. 

The night came on, and with that fearful night, 
Deeper and deeper horrors, the ship lay 
A victim and a wreck ; the hungry seas 
Howled ever for their prey ; a leak had sprung, 
And we were sinking down the dark abyss ! 
Oh Heaven I how horrible it is to be 
A prey to the wild waters, to contend. 
And feel how vain the contest, with, the waves, 
Th' infuriate winds, and every element 
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That wars on the wide ocean, — to look round. 
But look in Tain, for hope, and to behold 
Fear in the face,— and in the sonl despair ! 

How shall the rest be told ? a fearftd shock 

Prodaim'd the ship had struck, — then horror seiz'd 

On every bosom ; irom her freighted hold, 

Rush'd man, and child, and woman : as they came, 

The fierce sea swept its victims, and welieard 

Their yell of agony, and saw them sink. 

Lover and friend, parent, and child, together, 

Fast clinging in the grasp of Love and Death ! 

Awhile vrith feeble hold we fondly clung 

(Vain rrfuge) to the wreck, — the greedy waves 

Snatch'd and devoured their victims ; first we saw 

The infidel torn from us,— with pale look 

And limbs all quiv'ring, dmig the wretched man, 

And tried in vain to pray, for prayer fled 

From his unwonted lips, and curses dire. 

And fierce demoniac laughs, and piercing shrieks, 

Bespoke the horrid conflict of his soul ! 

Then perish'd next, the good man, — ^in his face 

There dwelt no terror, no, nor in his soul ! 

He raved not to the waters or the winds, 

H 
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But lU he sunk in death, Iheaid him speak 

Of Him in 'whom he-tr^fldted; next we lost 

The father and his danghteis» and the sire 
Was holding fast his offspring, and he hegg'd 
The waves to take their victim in himislelf , . 
Bat q[Mure ihoab loToly, ptants wh6m he had iter^ 
From eirli^st cUldbood;' to-take him, but leave 
His Emtna and. Eliaa,<«*vaiii request ! 
The daught^s and their siie were swq>t awHy, 
And all went doini together &— Next we lost 
The soldier aqd'bis bride, and that street boy. . . . 
Who was the life of both :* the storm ha4 oped ^ 
The suff 'rers wounds again{ Us spirit fast 
Was hasting to its Givw; with faint hand, . 
He held his boy* Imt weaker grew his hold, 
And the dread- fareakess seised that ehmib chiU,^ 
And hurled him from hiis^ parents. Tben'we heard 
The frantic mother's anguish^: with wild grasp, . 
She shook her fainting husband, and shecall'd. 
The sire to save his son ! but call'd in.vaitt, . . 
He sat unconscious, for his'soul was ifled ! 

- ■ < . •' 

Now came the wreck of all ; I saw the sea 
Come rushing on tbei vessel,.and I heard 
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The crash that rent the wreck, and felt the waves 
Roll darkly o'er my head ; but knew and felt 
No more, — until I woke, aodfoandm^ laid 
In a strange bark, with strangers ; for, it seem'd, 
They saved me and three others from the wreck. 
They saved me, but I cared not,-*4uid fqr lifer 
The predons boon of life, I scarcely thl^lVd them ! 
For I had seen my gallant, ship go down^ ' / 
And my brave shipmates perish, I had heard. 
The strong man's groan of agony, the shriek, 
The frantic shriek of woman, rarely breaA'd 
For her own sorrows, bat for those she loves, 
Promptest and loudest ! These I had seen and heard, 
And what was life to me ? 
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ODE TO MEDITATION. 



I 

CoMB, Meditation, come ! 
For I, meek saint, would flee, 

And find a tranquil home, 
With solitude and thee. 

Say yrilt thou not declare 
The place of thine abode ? 

Is it in deserts, where 

' No human steps have trod ? 
Or loT'st thou not, sweet spirit, more 
The joys that Nature hath in store ? 
The fading sky, the darkening bower, 
And all that charms the cTening hour. 
Whose scenes of beauty wean the sight 
From shadowy dreams and visions light, 
And fix the young enthusiast eye 
On charms that never fade, on joys that cannot die ! 

By Fancy fired, I see thee now. 
Stretched by yon Abbey's gothic pilCi 
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I mark thy mfld but chastened brow, 

Thy sweet, but melaudioly smile. 
For here, while thoughtless mortals sleep, 
Thine angel-spirit wakes to weep, 
And loves, with ceaseless tears, to mourn 
The sorrows of her lost one's urn. 
And darkly through yon shadowy glades, 
I view the forms of beckoning shades ; 
And hark ! amid the twilight dim. 
Echoes a high mysterious hymn ; 
And Meditation, while she hears 

The strains of that immortal throng. 
But asks to leave this vale of tears, 

And join with seraph choirs, the high, th' eternal song. 

But leave, oh. Spirit ! leave 

These scenes of gloomiest power, 
For, lo ! thy handmaid Eve 

Awaits thee in her bower. 
For thou delight'st, meek saint, to rove 
By fairy stream, and haunted grove, 
And many a face and form divine 
Are vot'ries at thy twilight shrine. 
There Sorrow's footsteps oft repair, 
And Feeling walks a pilgrim there, 
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And Pitj pours the tears that flow . . 

At Sorrow's simplest tale of woe. 

And Hope and. Joy tog^er stand, 

And LoTe's young pilgrims, hand in I^ia4v 

While the sweet MuEi^. of .mournful song 

Cheers, with soft strains, tfaei shadowy throng. 

And as in cadence soft but deep, 

Their Taried lyres together sweep, 

The fairy Echo, from her bower« 

Repeats the visionary. lay, ^ . ,.., 

And travellers bless the spell, whose power 

Has cheer'd them on their evening way«^ 



But more, oh» spirit I. more, • . 
Thou lov'st the sacred cell, 

Where o'er her classic lore, 
Pale Science wakes to dwell. 
For here is thy peculiar shrine, — 
The hour, the scene, the joy is thine. 
Whether thou op'st tb^ sacred page 
Of many a Greek or Roman sage:. 
Or whether thou allow'sttbe^ claim 
Of native bards to equ^l A|ne, 
And musest on the ^dlow'd^tbemes 
That once were Miltonf^ Shakspeare's dreams ; 
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For here thou find'st thj blest employ, 
And this is thy peculiar joy, 
While rising from immortid urns, 

The master spirits of the lyre 
Obey thy varied call by turns, 

And pour again the strain, and wake once more the wire. 

« 

What though! ne'er, alas ! may hope 

With thy diyinest themes to cope. 

What though my hand may ne'er aspire 

To wake the thunders of the lyi«, ' 

Yet, Spirit \ I would yield my'soul ' ' 

Submissive all to thy control^-^i ' 

Yes, I would aask that tftou would'st deign 

To hear, not all averse, my strain, — 

So shall my life's chill; ApHl day 

Be blest with many a genial vt^jh^ 

So o'er my lowly, honoured iomb'* .:>•*' 

Shall gentlest forms Uieir vlgUs keep; * - 
While musing o'er their minstrel's doom. 

Thy pilgrims, holy shad^, shait wake at eve to weep. 
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STANZAS. 



'Tis sweet to lift the dreamiDg eye 

To look on the starry even, 
When the moon glides, silently, through the sky, 

And earth is still as heaven ! 

And sweet to gaze on the night's high noon, 

With a lover^s fond devotion ; 
And watch the beams of the midnight moon, 

As she smiles on the sleep of Ocean ! 

And sweet to mark what ^ms of light. 

What stars are rising now, 
And twining all their drclets bright 

For the Night's pale, pensive brow ! 

And sweet when moon and stars are dim, 

To list to the linnet's tale; 
Or hear, from far, the vesper hymn 

Of the lark, or the nightingale ! 
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'Tis sweet, for 'tis a blest relief 

To flj from scenes of mirth ; 
To pour the mourner^s silent grief, 

And roam o'er hallow'd earth ! 

For, oh ! lost saint, to this widow'd breast. 

There's nought on earth that's fair ; 
And Heaven itself seems only blest, 

For we know that thoa art there I 
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ODE TO THE SPIRIT OP POETRY. 



Spibit ! to whom below, above, 

The dearest, noblest tasks are given, 
To wake, on earth, the Ijre to love. 

And teach, on high, the harps of heaven ! 
Seraph of song ! alike assigned 
To form the young, enthusiast mind. 
And bid the trembling hand aspire 
To wake the wonders of the lyre ! 
And sent with spells of blest control 
To breathe like influence o'er the soul. 
As when along th* .^lian lute 

The gales of eve divinely stealing. 
Awake the strings, that else were mute. 

To sweetest tones of holiest feeling ! 
Where, Spirit, was thy worship known ? 
Say, where was reared thine earliest throne ? 
In Grreece, was raised thy fav'rite shrine, 
In Greece, thy worship deem'd divine, 
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And thy young spirit poured ts earliest fire 

On many a Grredan bard, and many a Greciauf lyre. 

f • » f V 

t ^ • 

And would the modem minstrel know- . 

The glories of thy dassic strain, 
And learn what rays of splendour glow 

In the bright rec^ of thine ancient .feign, 
O ! bid him seek the dassic fkne, 
IVhere Sculpture ranges all her train. 
There bid his glowing fancy wariqi 
O'er lovdy Venus' goddess-fidrm. 
Or mark what sweetly winning wiles • ^ 
Dwell in the boygod's H^raph smiles ; 
Or yiew what manliest beauties glow . 
In the bright monarch of th'^ linerring bow ; '■ 
Or see what terrors wait the nod . . i 
Of the dread Thunderer^ or Oat God . 
Who wakes the tempesta of the^eep, . . 
Or soothes the ocean-storm» to deep. 
-Then while his fancy wanders free 
O'er the embodied dreams of Poesy^ 
And as he views edch faalloV^d trace. ' 
Of faultless beautyv^ and of petfect graes, 
Ilien let his spirit own the magic |krwer 
Of heayenoborn Poesy's'diviiiesl hour^ <^ . 'm 
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When the mere influence of her fabled themesr . 
Held o'er the subject world divine control ; 
When nations worshipped all her wildest dreams, 
And bent to her the knee, and bowed to her the soul^ 

But not on classic shores alone, 
Spirit, thy worship has been known ; 
For still thy vot'ries find their birth 
In every varied clime of earth. 
And thus, on lovely Eastern plains, 
Were heard thy sweetly varied strains ; 
And ravished tones the ear salute 
From plaintive Sadi's mournful lute ; 
While strains of deathless glory fire 
Shemsheddin's harp, and Hafiz' lyre! 
And Fancy's fair creations throng, 
That fairy land of love and song. 
For, all too pure for grosser earth, 
'Tis here the Peri finds her birth. 
And wanders through the myrtle grove. 
The sylph of Beauty and of Love ! 
And here, in many a churchyard cell, 
The Yampire lone delights to dweU ; 
And here the Ghoul's terrific form 
Lurks darkly in the desert cave. 
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And darting through the low'ring storm, 
Drags the lone traveller to his timeless grave i 

Nor is our own, our native land, 

Spirit of song, unknown to thee, 
And many an English heart and hand 

Hath owned the spells divine of minstrelsy, — 
And many a bright immortal name 
Is blazoned on thy roll of fame. 
O while before thy radiant throne 
Full many a harp of varied tone, 
In strains of passion and of power. 
Swells high the triumph of thy festive hour, 
I, with thy gift, a simple lyre, 
Would ask to join thy minstrel choir ; 
Would pour the tribute of my song 
'Mid the high chorus of thy vocal throng, — 
In hope, that its meek strains nmy be 
Not all unpleasing e'en to thee,—* 
In hope, that thou wilt deign approve 
The tales of Feeling, and the lays of Love ! 
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THE FALL OP BYZANTIUM. 



> # •-. 



Byzantium falls ! and Glory's nilei of power 
Owns the stern influence of Misfortnne'B hour.v 
Byzantium falls! and alt ii^ splendid feign -. 
Ends in her city won-^her> monarch slain ! t. 
While Moslem crescents, glittering fxoip her dome, 
Proclaim the fall of empire and of Rome ! 

Byzantium falls ! arid, liotering o'er her strand, < 
A shadowy mourner haunts the subject land^ . 
For fondly lingering o'er her classic steeps. > 

Her spectre-genius wdies, at eve, and we^. 
Weeps o'er the reign of powel* and beauty fled. 
Weeps o'er the foir and brnve—the lov'd — the dead, 
Weeps o'er the dream, of ancient splendour flown, 
Weeps her lost kingdom, and her vanished throne, 
Weeps to behold the Moslem wield his rod. 
And with unholy rites profane the shrines of God ! 
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Yet has Byzantiimi sbaared'iu^ sterner thrall 
Than many a joty hurried to itft fall ; 
O'er Tyre's remains, by Sidon'iil' desert shore, . 
Their guardian«jipirila -wander and deplore ; 
Destruction broods o'er lone Falmyra's walls, 
And desolation wastes Athena's halls, 
While Grecian spirits, from the classic grove. 
Pour the lorn dirge of Freedom and of Love * 

Byzantium falls ! and in her hour of doom, 
Truth, Learning, Science, seem to find their tomb, 
And as her last defender fought and fell. 
Art soar'd on high, and Grenius wept farewell ! 

O say, when soaring from her falling towers, 
The twin-bom seraphs left their native bowers. 
Say, did no fav'ring dime of all the earth 
Receive and bless these forms of heavenly birth ? 
O'er the wide world, did Art uncherish'd roam, 
And bright-eyed Genius seek, in vain, a home ? 
No ! with untiring wing, and flight sublime, 
They sought at once Italia's fostering clime, 
Here Genius fled the dark barbarian reign, 
Here Art's lost glories lived and reigned again ; 
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And here the spirits of the " chainless'* soul 
Escaped the victor tyrant's stem control. 
And like the flame of Viesta's holy fire. 
That kindled once coidd ne^er more expire^ 
These shall surviye the fate on empires hurled, 
And live to latest time-HSole monarchs of the world 1 



SONNETS. 



I 
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LEARNING. 



WRITTEN FOR A COURSE OF HEBREW READING* 



Celestial Light! that from thy native sky 

Hast deigned some portion of thj beams to pour. 
And past, in dawning brightness, o'er an eye 

That owns the ray, and feels athirst for more-— 
O like that light, in Holy Writ, that led 

The Eastern sages on their anxious way, 
And passing prouder cities with its ray, 

Did deign to rest o'er Bethlehem's meanest shed — 
While but thy passing rays are nightly spread 

O'er the fair page of Athens and of Rome, 
Let the full lustre of thy light iUume 

That brighter record heaven to earth hath read ; 
And I will follow on, and bless thy spell, 
If there it lead at length, where my Redeemer dwell 
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" Non omnia moriar." 



Parnassus I fruitful in fair flowers and trees. 

And sacred, for thou art Apollo's shrine 

And musical, for the still tuneful Nine 
Breathe strains of rapture to the list'ning breeze ; 
While many a vot'ry climbs thy steep with ease, 

Tastes the pure stream that gushes from thy mount, 

Aye ! drinks of inspiration at its fount, 
RoTCS o'er thy sweets, and plucks them where he please: 
A truant lingering round thy borders, I 

Would steal, awhile, within the Muses' bower. 

And spying, scattered here and there, a flower, 

I . . . 

Would ask to cull one garland ere I die. 

To twine one fadeless wreath around my lyre, 

Then will I smile at death, — I shall not all expire. 
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AUTUMN. 



O LET the happy hymn the praise of Spring, 
The glowing beautieisr of the vernal morn^ 
And tell what joys their halcyon hours adorn, 
In strains harmonious as the themes they sing^ 
Come Autumn, shade severe ! O haste and bring 
The gloom congenial of the pensive hour, 
When o'er the stillness of thy songless bower 
The shades of eve a kindred darkness fling. 
For I would wander thro' thy leafless ^ve. 
And when I pause, and mark the songsters fled, 
Or the sere leaf lie lifeless on its bed, 
I'll dream of parted joy and buried love — 
Own the dark hour with kindred gloom imbued, 
Sad as my fate severe, and as my sorrows rude I 
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Oft had I thangbt, while gotanigiMi the nighl, 

That the leUgent seience of ihe sky. 
Writ on ^fDQ 'ripoa sercH, in liaes of lig^ 

Migbt soiiietrbftt be oo»pared to poetry. 
And he, the fieer of (d4, "vrhese gifted ^y« 

PefohttHce awaked (hs tmaot flodks 4o fuavd, 
Did catch Aose iiig^y lesMms writ qb M^, 

Him hove i abo likened to the bard. 
And I had wished (the boon hath set been given), 

Yes, vainly wished, jth«t 4o mine itye we^e taught 
An art more dear Ihaa <ever Chaldee aoiight ! 

But eocm kemlder'd ^mid the miwty heaven, 
My downcast ei^e must treaoUiag^y fetire. 
Content to gaze on that I only may admire ! 
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Methought, as late I gazed, that every star, 
While rushing to its nightly space assigned, 
Smiled on its fellow orb a welcome kind, 
like friends endeared, who know and greet afar. 
** And thus," I said, " shall that assembly meet 
*' Of stars composed, and orbs of heav'n's own light, 
*' That caird from earth, to move in spheres more bright 
'* Shall each with other hold communion sweet ? " 
And that alone, methought, were bliss, to greet 
The friend of earth endear'd in heay'n, to prove 
While holding converse high with those we love. 
That all their promise here is there complete, 
To claim the twin-bom soul, and mutual find 
The faults of earth effaced, and every charm refined. 
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ON HEARING A LADY DECLARE THAT SHE 
COULD NOT LIVE IN SOLITUDE. 



Thou canst not live in solitude, Oh, no ! 
For thou art blest with every gentlest grace, 
And such divinest charms of form aad face, 

As niggard Nature seldom deigns bestow. 

Thou canst not live in solitude. Oh, no ! 

For thy pure taste and all-accompUsh'd mind 
Were formed to share in every Uisi fffined. 

That gentlest minds and noblest natures know. 

Thou canst not live in solitude. Oh, no ! , 
For thou art framed with feelings, such as thrill 
Through angel-bosoms, when at sights of ill 

They weep o'er wand'rers in this vale below. 

Thou canst not live in solitude. Oh, no ! 

» 

For thou wast form'd to share in human joy or woe. 
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ON LEAVING ENGLAND. 



England ! thy cliffs look frowningly, and dark 
The storm-doiids gath'iiiig Toand thy distant bh)W, 

Would seeni) in sullen guise, to chide the bark 
That turns to other shores its tmant prow. 

Land of my sirfes ! althoiigh I wander now 
O'er the fair (fields and vine-elad hilts of France, 
Or jiAtk otf elatsie shores th' Italian dance, 

Still shall my heart t>reserve its earliest'vow; 

And as my devious steps the farther roam 
From those whit^ cliffs, and yonder lessening shore, 
111 avm thine influence stronger than before, 

And hail with deHrer zeal my island home ; 
Asking alone, a safe return to thee, 
Land of the wise and good, and birth-place of the fre<el 
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COliiPOSID WHILE SWIMMING. 



D£LiOHtiiiH» loil 1 ^Ub arm of consciOiw prides , 
And bmlst bigh<i«oftf iog on kci diestilied c^wrflo* ^ 
I dash a^way ille wat^s, wiiose eirrious Conaa 
Bat aids Bie outward as I proudly glida- 
But whea I tiini» and in the aaUen tide 
Woidd view the triuA^s of my past <!ai^r. 
The waves have swept it o'er. With nush sevefte. 
And all is lost in one oblivioii wide*. ' 
Then wheiesoe'er ny faiare oMiTae sbdl Iay9 
Along the deck, tempestuous sea of Itfe, 
With ang^y billows rude, with soirows tSk, 
O let not thus my toourse be swept away. 
No 1 I would soar o'er all its waves sdilime, 
Ay^ leave a doatideBs tmqk along the tide of tamel 
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ON THE PAVILION AT BRIGHTON. 



Imperial Palace, that art seen to smile 
In Eastern splendour, on our English land, 
As if, from China's shore, or Egypfs strand, 

Some pow'r unknown had home thy magic pile ! 

O ! I would roam around thy turrets, while 
They hask in moonlight beauty, while Romance 
Wakes the high visions of her holiest trance. 

And bids her fairest forms the night beguile. 
Then shall mine erring fancy rove anew 

O'er themes all wild and wond'rous, that belong 

To Arab story, or to Persian song. 

And deem awhile their false enchantments true, 

like gentlest dreams to sleeping suff 'rers borne. 

That charm thro'out the night, and vanish with the mom ! 



TRANSLATIONS. 



in 



THE GRAVE. 



9h tvxfe (5(1 lid tff^ ismt. 



PROM THB GERMAN OF SALIS. 

The grave is still — the grave is deep ; 

Its shadowy brink is chill and lone ; 
And 'neath its sable mantle sleep 

The wonders of a world unknown. 

The warbling songsters' matin call 
Resoimds not in its silent womb ; 

And friendship's proffered roses fall 
But on the moss that shades the tomb ! 

The widow'd bride, in frenzy's tone, 
O'er her lost love may vainly rave ; 

And e'en the orphan's frantic moan 
Is heard not in the silent grave. 
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Yet such is man*s allotted fate, 
No other bourne but thifi is given ; 

And 'tis but through death's narrow gate 
The mourner finds his home in heaven. 

And the lone heart, that here below 
Is wrung with sorrow^s ceaseless strife, 

Can bnt in death its solace know, 
Can end its sufferings but with life ! 
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TASSO TO HIS LYRE. 



Tu che ne vai in Pindo, 

Ivi pende mia cetra^ ad un cipieaso^ 

Salutela in mio nome^ e dille poi 

Ch' io son dagl' anni e da fortnna opi»e8so« 



Young pilgrim ! whose aspiring feet 
May climb the Muses' favoured mount, 

Whose soul, in draughts divinely sweet, 
May taste the Muses' holiest fount. 

There, drooping on a cypress bough, 
A harp is hung, 'tis Tasso's lyre. 

The themes it woke forgotten now. 

Its transports hnsh'd, and quench'd its fire. 

I charge thee break its slumbering spell. 

And while thy hands its chords salute. 

In pity bear this last farewell, 

In Tasso's name, to Tasso's lute ! 

K 
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Sayy that he fain wovild wake the strains 
That onoe his dream of rapture hlest, 

But say, that penury restrains, 
And that with years and woes his spirit is opprest ! 
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TO M(ECENAS. 

Moecenas atavis edite re^ibai. 

HoRACB, Book I. Ode I. 

« 

Descendant of a race of kings, 

O deign, M cecenas, to attend. 
While my glad Muse her tribute brings 

To thee, my patron and my friend. 

There are who, in th' Olympic course, 

Delight the chariot to control ; 
Well-skill'd to guide its glowing force, 

In safety past the dangerous goal. 

One, with ambition fired, would soar 

To the high honours of the state : 
A second fills his gamer's store. 

Nor asks the gods to make him great. 

A third can only taste of bliss • 

Amid his own paternal field. 

And asks of Hearen no boon but this, 

To till the lands his fathers till'd ! 

K 2 



ISS TO MGBCENAS. 

• 

Nor can rich hopes of distant gain, 
Nor prayers, nor promises prevail. 

To lure him o'er the dangerous main, 
Or tempt his steps from yonder vale. 

The merchant, tired of stormy seas, 
Sighs for a quiet home on shore ; 

But wearied soon with fruitless ease, 
Refits the bark he spum'd before ! 

Some love to drown the fleeting hours 
In rosy wine's delirious dream; 

And pass the day, reclined on flow»«. 
Or couch'd beside some sacred stream. 

The warrior loves the clash of arms. 
The trumpet's call, the shield and spear ; 

And hails, with joy, the stern alarms. 
That trembling mothers shrink to hear. 

The hunter braves the tempest drear, 
And leaves his bride in quest of spoils, 

Hai^y to catch the timid deer. 
Or snare the wild-boar in his toils. 
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But I would claim the boon divine 
That's due to yon immortal throng ; 

Yes, I would round my temples twine 
The wreath of science and of song ! 

The Tulgar crowd I'll gladly leave, 
And seek the cool, the classic grove ; 

Where nymphs divine delight to weave 
The dance of beauty and of love. 

There sweet Euterpe's self shall lend 
The music of the classic flute ; 

There Polyhymnia, too, shall blend 
The murmurs of the Lesbian lute. 

And if Moecenas grants my claim * 
To rank with lyric bards divine, 

Fame's brightest halo gilds my name, 
And Immortality is mine! 
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TO LUCIUS SBXTIUS. 



Solvitur acris hyems. 

Book I. Ode4r 



The Spring has buret the mnVvy thrall, 

The ships again pursue the main ; 
The herds have left the shelt'ring stall, 
And the glad farmer tUls the plain. 
Cheered by the pale moon's fev'ring light, 
Fair Venus leads her train at night, 
And joining in alternate dance, 
The Graces with the Nymphs advance ; 
While laboring 'neath the Cyclops blow, 
The early bolts of thunder glow. 

Then taste, my friend, the joys of spring. 
And o'er thy brows rich odours fling ; 
And twine thy locks -with every flower 
That blooms in Spring's divinest bower. 
And to the wood-god's peaceful reign 
Let lamb or kid be duly slain. 
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For death is nigh ; the poor man's home 

Lies open to the power of death, 
And kings, within their regal dome, 

Obey the call to yield their breath ! 
Dfe's transient space forbids our hope 
To claim^ my friend, too large a scope, — 
E'en now has night's approaching gloom 
Spread all the darkness of the tomb ; 
And see how yonder shadowy inia 
Are beckoning to their daifc domain. 
For there, 'mid-sif^ts aod founds of woe* 

No former joys the soul shall prove ; 
Nor in the realms of darkness know 

The charms of Friendship, or the joys of Love I 
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TO PYRRHA. 



Quia muM gracilis te puer in rosat. 

Book I. Ode 5. 



Come tell me, Pyrrha, what fair boy 

Perfumed with sweets of gentlest powei^^ 
Was pleading Love's delicious joy, 
Within yon iay'ring rosy bower % 
O ! say for whom, sedaetive girl, 
Your golden locks, you gently curl, 
Nymph, whose sweet face and form might be 
A temple for simplicity ! 

Alas ! how oft shall he deplore 
False vows, and oaths that bind no more ; 
And witness, with unknown emotion, 
The storms of Love's deceitful ocean — 
Who, won with bliss, so fond, so new, 
Hears thy false yows, and thinks them true. 
Whom, now, thy potent charms allure, 
And thinks such frailty can endure. 
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I, too, in love's young, ardent dream, 
Launch'd my frail bark upon the stream, 
But soon before the tempest driven, 
I gave my grateful vows to Heaven. 
And lo ! on' Neptune's temple wall, 

My garments, dripping with the sea, 
Proclaim how I escaped the thrall 

Of frail inconstancy and thee ! 
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TO THALIARCHUS. 



Vides ut altS stet nive candidum. 

Book I. Ode 9. 



See Mount Soracte crown'd with snows, 
Whose weight its woods can scarce sustain, 

The gelid stream no longer flows, 
And Nature owns the wintry reign ! 

Ck)me chase the cold, and heap the hearth. 
Give loose to joy, give loose to mirth. 
And let the goblet's copious brim 
With wines of richest vintage swim ; 
And leave, my friend, the rest to heaven, 
Who this congenial calm has given. 
And stills the winds that swept the seas, 
And soothes to rest th' unmoving trees. 
Nor let the future give thee sorrow. 
How to provide the coming morrow ; 
But now, while age yet lingers late. 
And health .and youth are all elate, 
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Indulge what joys to youth belong, 
And taste the charms of love and song ; 
For courts and fidds become thee now, 
And whisper'd sound of lover's vow, 
And gentlest laugh of sportive maid, 
In comer hidt and thus betrayed ; 
And pilfered ring, scarce known to linger 
On playful Beauty's yielding finger. 
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TO LEUCONOE. 



Tu ne qusesieris scire (nefas) quern mihi, quern tibi. 

Book I. OdeS 



O SEEK not, love ! in vain, to know 
The secret, kindlj hid by heaven, 

In this our mortal state of woe, 

How short, how long our space is given ; 

Nor try, with spells of magic power, 

To know our fate*s approaching hour ; 

If the last winter's angry roar 

Now echoes on the neighb'ring shore. 

Or if the fav'ring Fates decree. 

Yet longer life to you — ^to me. 

Be wise, these anxious cares confine. 
And drown thy fears in floods of wine. 
E'en now, unnoted moments fly, 
And while we speak, alas, we die ! 
Then trust no future dark delay. 
But timely wise— enjoy to-day ! 
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TO LYDIA. 



Cum tu, Lydia, Telephi. 

Book I. Ode 13 



My Lydia, when I find thee prize 

Another's love, another's charms, 
And hear thee boast what rapture lies 

Within a rival's hateful arms, 
How does my spleen indignant rise, 
My courage sinks, my colour flies, 
And o'er my cheek of torture flows 
The tear that speaks my inward woes ! 
And how does angry feeling glow 
When I behold thine arms of snow 
Profaned with many a recent blow ; 
Or, when I find the rustic boy 
Print on thy lips his am'rous joy, 
Believe me, love like his were vain, 
Who dares such hallow'd rites profane ; , / 

Nor can he promise lasting bliss, . t 

Who wounds thee, e'en with Love's own kiss ! : , 
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Thrice blest are they whom holiest love 
Unites in bonds devoid of strife ; 

Whose moments firee from anger move, 
Whose love can only end with life ! 
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TO THE REPUBLIC. 



O navis referent in mare te novi. 

Book I. Ode 14. 



O SHIP ! ifvhom many a hostile wave 
Would drag to yonder angry main, 
Quick gain you port, that opes to save, 

Nor tempt the angry seas again. 
Thine oars are scattered, and the blast 
Hath rent thy mainyard and thy mast ; 
While the weak keel, the cable lost. 
With every passing surge is tost. 
No more hast thou those sturdy sails. 
That once defied the fiercest gales : 
No more those gods,* whose guardian power 
Might save in the tempestuous hoiir. 
Though hew'd of lofty Pontic pine. 
And daughter of a noble line. 
You dare to found an idle claim. 
On the frail tenure of a name. 
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The cautious seaman trusts not now, 
Thy painted helm or gilded prow :— 
Then gain, in time, yon friendly shore, 
And tempt the stormy seas no more. 

My country !— object of my care. 
For thee I breathe the patriot prayer ; 
May'st thou but steer thy happy course, 
Secure of harm, from fraud or force, 
And 'scape the dangers of those seas 
Where lurk the fair, but fatal Cyclades ! 
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TO VIRGIL. 



Quif desiderio sit pudor aut modus. 

Book I. Ode S4. 



What stoic shame, or bound severe, 

Shall check the grief so sweet to shed. 
When pity prompts her holiest tear, 

The tear that mourns the hdnour'd dead! 
O sweetest Muse of mournful song. 
To thee the dirge shall all belong ; 
To thee, on whom th' Eternal Sire 
Bestow'd the liquid roice and lyre ! 

And does, indeed, so dear a friend 
Sleep the dread sleep, that ne'er shall end ? 
Quintilius ! whose ingenuous shame, 
Unblemished faith, and spotless fame, 
Have all combined in vain to save 
Their lov'd possessor from the grave. 
O when around his honour'd tomb 
The good were met to weep^ his doom. 
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My Virgil, o'er that sacred shrine 
There fell no holier tear than thine ! 
Then, only then, thy grief wasvain, 
When it required thy friend again — 
That friend, whom heaven refused to spare 
E'en to a Vir^rs pious prayer ! 
Although thy skill excels the strains 
By Orpheus breathed on Thracian plains. 
Whose fabled numbers gently drew 
The listening tnee^ from where they grew. 

Alas, no more shall life*s warm flood 
Again revive with vital Uood 
The form which stem Mercurius' wand 
Has summon'd to his funeral band. 
' Tis hard ! yet Resignation scorns 

To weep the cureless ills of life ; 
And while she grasps her lov'd ones' urns, 

She smiles at fate's o|^)osing strife. 
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TO APOLLO. 



Quid dedicatum poscit Apollinem. 

Book I. Ode 4K 



Say, while I pour the Totive wiiiie^ 

And breathe, on high, the saered i^w, 
What holiest gift,. or boon divine, -^ 

Shall I require of Phoebus now ? 
Not rich Sardinia's fruitful fields. 

Nor all the herds Calabria yields ; 
Not all the gold and gems that glow 

In farthest India's richest mine ; 
Not lands where gentlest rivers flow. 

Nor vineyards blest with choicest wine. 
And let the merchant, spared of Fate, 

Across the wide Atlantic steer, 
And with high hopes of gain elate. 

Tempt the rash journey thrice a year. 

For while he drains rich wine, repaid 

By plenteous Syria's gainful trade, 

L 2 
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The simplest herbs, from yonder mead, 
Shall well snpply my frugal need ! 

Son of Latona ! hear me now, 
This short and simple prayer allow, — 
Whatever kind heaven bestows of wealth, 
Do thou but grant me peace and health. 
These gifts shall all my wants assuage. 

For Uest with these, I'll but require 
A tranquil mind, a good old age, 

And the sweet solace of the lyre I 
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TO DELIUS. 



^uam memento rebus in arduis. 

Book II. Ode 9. 



REMfiMBEB, Delius, be thy soul 
In adverse fortune all resigned f 

And thus, alike, thy joys control, 

If fortune change, and fate prove kind. 

For ah ! my friend, one fate is ours, 
Whether in pain and grief we pine. 

Or couch'd in Pleasure's shady bowers. 
Drain bowls of rich Falemian wine. 

Where tow'ring pines and poplars white 
Delight to weave their grateful shade ; 

Or where the streamlet shuns the sight, 
And seeks the far sequestered glade. 
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Then bring me perfumes, bring me wine^ 
And roses of too transient bloom ; 

Ere yet the deadly sisters twine, 
And cut the fatal thread of doom. 

For thou, my friend, miist leave thy home 
And yilla on fair Tiber's dhore. 

Thine heirs will claim thy splendid dome, 
And share thy heaps of shining ore. 

Nor can the claims of wealth and power 

Avail, the forfeit life to save, 
Avert the dark, but certain hour, 

» 

Or snatch one victim from the grave. 

For we are hasting onward all, 
And soon or late must meet our doom ; 

Obey our fate's imperious call, 
And sink for ever to our common tomb I 



151 



TO TITUS SEPTIMIUS. 

IMVITINO HIM TO TARBNTUM. 



Septimi Gades aditure mecam et. 

Book IL Ode 6. 



Sephmius ! thou, with whom, once* more, 
I leave for foreign lands my home ; 

For Cadiz, Biscay, and that shore 
Where Moorish waterd madly foam. 

I ask, my friend, to find for life, 

A qniet home, a calm, retreat, 
Secure from war and travel's strife. 

In my own Tiber's cherished seat. 

Or, if the gods the boon denied, 
To that bright realm I'd bend my way, 

Where fair Galesus* banks beside. 
Her far-famed flocks are seen to stray. 
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That lovely land, tbat smiling coast. 
For me hath charms beyond compare ; 

Nor can the realm of nature boast 
A spot more fertile or more fair. 

The honey of those fragrant fields, 
Not thine, Hymettus, is more rare ; 

And the rich fruit the olive yields, 
With thine, Yenafrum, may compare. 

There, heaven affords a lasting spring. 
And softens winter's rage malign ; 

There, fields of richest culture bring 
Their choicest stores of matchless wine* 

Then say, my friend, this blest retreat, 
This lovely realm, these blissful bowers ;. 

Do they not ask our willing feet, 
To own the land and call it ours ? 

Yes, here, my lov'd Septimius, here. 
Thou shalt thy last sad tribute lend ; 

And pour Affection's latest tear 

O'er the warm ashes of thy bard and friend 1 
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TO QUINTUS HIRPINUS. 



Quid bellicoaaB Cantaber et Scythes. 

Book II. Ode 11 



O CEASE, my friend, thy mind to tire 

With thoughts, that roaming o'er the main. 
In fond anxiety inquire 

The plots of Scythia or of Spain. 
Nor Tex thy soul with anxious sorrow. 
How to provide the coming morrow. 
For see ! how youth and manhood's bloom 

Have faded from thine alter'd brow, 
And hasting onward to the tomb, 

Giye place to age and baldness now ! 
'Tis Nature's law ! the rosy flower 
Not long enjoys the vernal hour ; 
And mildly bright the radiant moon, 
Not always sheds her rays of noon. 
Then why fatigue th' enfeebled mind 
With terrors empty as the wind. 
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O rather in yon plane-tree's shade, 

Or coueh'd beneath this lofty pine, 
While perfum'd wreaths our temples braid, 

Let's taste the rosy joys of wine ; 
For Bacchus clears the cloudiest sky, 
And bids our darkest terrors fly. 
Then whose shall be the lask divine 
To cool the bright Falernian wine ? 
Or, while the goblet circles round, 

O who will step to yonder grove. 
And her light tresses all unbound, 

Will hasten here my minstrel love ? 



156 



TO POSTUMUS. 



Ehea fugaces Postume^ Postume. 

Book II. Ode 14. 



How fast, my friend, our moments waste, 

Revolving years nnnoted fly ; 
Nor can we oheck their eager haste. 

Nor change the stem command — to die ! 
Though countless oxen daily fell 
To sooth the gloomy Lord of hell, 
Who, in Oblivion's dismal cave, 
Surrounds his victims with that wave. 
Across whose dark and dangerous ford 
Must pass the peasant and his lord. 
In vain we fly the deadly fight, 
Or shun the ocean in its might ; 
In vain we shield our shrinking form, 
From the rough chiding of the storm ; 
For soon, my friend, must we behold 
The tales of terror darkly told, 
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And learn what sights and sounds of woe 
Dwell in the cheerless realms below. 

Yes ! we must quit our cordial mirth, 
And wife, and friends, and cheerful hearth. 
And of yon trees that flourish now 

In youth and beauty's Temal bloom, 
'Tis but the cypress gloomy bough 

Shall rest beside its master's tomb. 
Another, soon, shall gaily pour 

Thy treasured stores of costly wine, 
And tinge the pavement's marble floor 

With perfumed sweets, that once were thine ! 
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HORACE AND LYDIA. 



Donee gratus eram tibi. 

Book III. Ode 9. 



Hob. — While I oocdd feast on Lydia's kiss, 

And knew her charms were mine alone, 
I envied not the boasted bliss 
Of Persia's monarch on his throne ! 
Lyp. — ^While Horace lov'd bat Lydia's arms. 
Nor Chloe reign'd to Lydia's shame, 
I gloried in my simple charms, 
Nor envied Ilia's matron fame ! 
Hob. — Bat now my Chloe owns my faith, 

Well skilled the lyre's sweet strains to move, 
And gladly would I welcome death, 
To save the beauteous maid I love ! 
Lyd.— 'And I confess the mutual fire 

I feel for one who owns my truth ; 
And gladly would I twice expire. 

To save from death my charming youth ! 
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HoR. — ^What, if my former love returned, 

And join'd two hearts that now would sever, 
If I the favoured Chloe spum'd, 
Aud flew to Lydia's arms for ever ? 
Lyd. — Though he outshines yon silvery star. 

The youth who pledged his faith to me, 
And thou art lighter, angrier far, 
Than buoyant cork, than Adria's sea, 
I would but ask, can Love the prayer deny ? 
With thee alone to live, with thee alone to die ! 
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Exegi monumentum eere perennLus. 

Book III. Ode 30. 



Yes ! the immortal work is mine, 

That must survite e'en statued brass, 
And pompous Egypt's regal shrine 

In towering majesty surpass : 
Which — not the show'r's destructive force, 
Nor Boreas' rude, but powerless course. 
Nor time's fast flight, the ceaseless flow 
Of coming years shall e'er o'erthrow : 
I shall not all expire — my name 
Shall still survive in fresher fame. 
Long as, in festive pomp array'd, 
The Pontiff, with the Vestal maid, 
Shall climb the Capitolian height, 
And pay the annual hallow'd rite : — 
I and my honours shall be sung 
Where rapid Aufidus hath rung, 
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Or scanty Dacenus' gentler pace, 
Ruled as he flow'd a ruder race : 
Who from my native low retreat, 
Am raised to Fortune's loftiest seat, 
I, who the sweet Alcaic treasures 
Have first attuned to Roman measures 
Then let me now, O Muse I inherit 
The lofty honours due to merit, 
And round thy vot'ry's temples twine 
The sacred laurel leaf of Delphi's shrine. 
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TO NEiSRA. 



Nox eiat et c«lo falgebat Luna ■eteno. 

Book V. Ode 15. 



'TwAS night, 'twas while the silvery Queen, 
High from her own superior car. 

Smiled, with her softest look serene, 
On many a less refulgent star : 

Twas while thine arms were round me flung, 
As clings the ivy round the oak ; 

Twas while thy false, but fawning tongue 
In flattery's softest accents spoke : 

When by the plighted vows of both, 

, • • » » • • 

By all th' offended names abore, 
Thy lips have breathed the perjured oath. 
That ours should be a mutual love ; 

Long as the wolf should chase the flocks. 

Or storms disturb the wint'ry seas. 

Long as Apollo's golden locks 

Should wanton with the summer breeze. 

M 
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But if this heart hath cherish'd yet, 
A spark of honour's flame divine, 

Then, false one ! thou shalt still regret 
The wrongs ef such a heart as mine. 

For in some lov'd one's faithful arms 
I'll seek the fakh bj thee pnrfest; 

And smile to see what dark alarms 
Shall harass thy repentant breast. 

And thou, that o'er my hapless fate 
Art now, perchance, the prouder grown, 

And with a rival's joy elate. 
Canst boast a treasure all thine owu : 

Though copious streams of wealth combined 
Should roll to thee their golden duty ; 

Though learning's treasures store thy mind, 
And though thy form be graced with beauty: 

Though now theu'rt dasf 'd in loye's embrace, 
Soon shalt thou mourn its joys departed ; 

And while I view thy luckless case^ 
I'll smile to see thee broken-hearted ! 
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ANACftEOH TO HIS DOVfi. 






Tell, ohi uA me, pMty dote! 
Whither tends thy flight ift late. 
Tell me whence A6 sweets llMt fling 
Their fragrance from thy waty wittg^ 
Tell me, pretty wimd'ret. How, 
Who, and wtef, imd whence art Acw? 

I am bearing^ t hmml i the gror^, 

Anacreon's letters fa hii kyre> 

To one, AnacVeon's iSay'rile theme, 

Who reigns o'er all^ hfe cfaoiee stt|^reme. 

'Twas Venus gave nc to my lord. 

His simplest seng her sole rewArd ! 

And now, my daty and my bliss 

Are to fulfil such tasks as this. 

For I am charged, you see, to day, 

Anacreon's letters to convey, 

M2 
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And more, thej tell me too, that he 
Will offer soon my liberty ! 
But though My master freedom gave, 
I rather would remain his slave, 
For no delight to me 'twould yield, 
To fly afar, o'er mount and field. 
Or perch amid the lonely wood. 
And pine on roug^ and barb'rous food ; 
Since now I taste the nurture bland, 
That's offer'd by Anacreon*s hand. 
And now presume^ with him, to sup 
Hy potion from Anacreon's cup, 
Then grateful from the goblet spring. 
To fan Anacreon with my wing. 
Nay, more, whene'er my pinions tire, 
I slumber on Anacreon's lyre ! 
This, this I am,— and now, farewell, 
For while my happy tale I tell, 
I scarce a due observance know. 
But prattle, like the prattling crow ! 
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TO THE PAINTER. 



Aye, }^(uypi^cav apiarB 



Master o^ the rosy art, 

Painter, list, while I impart 

What loveliest charms are seea tohtead 

In thy fair face, my absent friend ! 

Paint, as much as pencil dare, 
Paint me, first, her soft, dark hair, 
Dropping odours rich and rare I 
Next, those raven locks below, 
Paint a forehead, white as snow ; 
Paint her eye-brows just combining. 
Parted scarce,— yet scarcely joining, 
Let their donbtfid onion be 
Such as in herself we see! 
Painter, next, thy skill require 
To sketch her eye— an eye of fire. 
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Bright as Minerva's looks are seen, 
Yet soft as smiles from Beauty's queen ! 
Hix the milki^drop with tfc^ fose. 
And see her cheek of beauty glows I 
Faint her small mouth's rosy blisses, 
Tempting Lore to pilfer kisses ! 
Round her fair neck let the lover 
See unnumber'd graces hover. 
Lastly o'er my charmiir strew 
A graceful robe of pprple hm^ 
With her whit€ skin jnpt r^yefU^, 
To show how Uir the charms conoealed-^ 
'Tis done, — I see the vision wake, 
And almost heur tb^ ^auTas speak i 
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TO THE ARTIST. 



KaXit ri'/ya. ropevaov 



Abtist, of unriyall'd grace. 

Make for me a silver vase, 

Let the sculptor's skill disclose 

The Spring that wakes the early rose, 

The rose the garden's loveliest treasure, 

The rose that forms my darling pleasure. 

With this sculpture fair combine 

A potion formed of sweets divine. 

Far be every lawless rite 

That shocks the soul, and wounds the sight ; 

Nor let there on my vase be wrought 

One image sad, one gloomy thought ! 

But carve instead the hallow'd story 

Of regal Bacchus' ancient glory ; 

And thou, divinest queen of love, 

The sculpture bless, the vase approve! 
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Carve me Love asleep, and laid 

In a vine-tree's gratefol shade. 

Where the Graces all carouse 

Sporting in the leafy boughs ! 

Carve mth all thine ablest duty, 

YoHths vrith forms of rarest beauty, 

Or rather, mid a scene so fair. 

Let great Apollo's self be sculptured there ! 
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TO THE ROSE. 



To poSov TO Tftfv 'KpHrofif 



LoT£'s beautiful rose 
Let us mingle with wine, 

And our temples enclose 
With the chaplet divine ! 

And with joy's softest wiles, 
Let's be cheerfully laughing; 

While with mirth, and with smiles, 
The full wine*cup we're quaffing. 

Rose I thou fav*rite of Spring, 

Thou fairest of buds. 
Thy beauty can bring 

E'en delight to the Gods ! 

While in Tenus' fair bowers 
Cupid sports with the Graces ; 

A wreath of thy fk>wers 
His fair forehead embraces. 
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Then let me be thus crowned. 
And in Baochns' lair shrine. 
My lyre shall resound 
With the praises of wine* 
Then for me and my fair> let thareqaickly be wove 
A garland of beaaty, a garland of love ! 
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Amid the shades of mjrtle bowers, 
In languid ease Fll now recline, 
And couch'd on beds of rosy flowers, 

Indulge in all the joys of wine ! 
Come, Cupid ! wait my couch beside. 
Thy little tunic lightly tied, 
Thy various duties I'll assign. 
And bid the Boy-6od bring me wine ! 

For life is transient as the force 
That wheels the chariot's rapid course ; 
And when the spirit yields its trust, 
We lie, alas 1 a heap of dust. 
Then why anoint th' unconscious tomb, 
Or pour to earth the sweet perfume ? 
O ! rather on my living head 
Be sweets of richest odour shed. 
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And round my brow be cbaplets wove, 
And summon, too, the maid I love : 
For I my gloomy fears would drown. 

Would sooth my spirit's anxious dread. 
Ere I descend in darkness down. 

To the drear mansions of the silent dead ! 
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At MouffAi rov^EqcjTa 



The Muses, having taken Love 

Their prisoner, watch'd with anxious duty, 
And round the captive garlands wove, 

And gave him to the care of Beauty. 

And Venus now the boy would seek, 
And bears a ransom that might move 

His captors soon his chains to break, 
And give his liberty to Love ! 

But though that rich and proffered dower 

The gentle Venus kindly gave, 
Yet, nursed in Beauty's fav'rite bower. 

Love rather would remain a slave! 
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SAPPHO' S HYMN TO VENUS. 



TlomXi^f^vy d&mva't^ *Appoilra, 



Bright daughter of eternal Joye, 
Empress of many a varied throne ! 

O ! leave me not, blest Queen of love. 
To languish thus uobeard, alone ! 

But hasten to my frantic prayer, 
As when, at many a former cry, 

Swift hasting through the realms of air, 
Thou*st left thy dwelling in the sky. 

For, oft from yon bright realms afar, 
Immortal mother of the lovesl 

Hast thou descended in thy car. 
Thy car of beauty, drawn by doves! 

And scarce arrived, a radiant smile 
Illuming thine immortal brow. 

Hast quick inquired, *^ With impious wile 
' Who dares annoy my Sappho now ? 



SAFFHq's HYSlN TO VENUS. 176 

'' Why hast thou called me here to save 
" My favorite from approaching harm ; 

" Say who is bow my Sappho's slave, 
'*' And dares her timid mind alarm ? 



<( 
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If Sappho DOW thy lover fties, 
^' He shall obey thine empire soon ; 
And though he now fby power despise, 
'< ShaB sue for grace wift many a boon. 



Thus, Venus, haste again to me, 
Alike my present cares remove, 

And in my future sorrows be 
The guardian serapk of my love ! 



M 



176 



A FRAGMENT ASCRIBED TO SAPPHO. 

FROM ACHILLES TATIU8. BOOK II. 



El rots av&sffiv ^sXev o Zevf. 



9 

If Heaven, among the varied bowers 
That Uoom beneath the smile of Spring, 

Should choose a sovereign for the ftowers. 
The rose would be that garden-king. 

For 'tis the garden's fairest face, 
The fav'rite of the smiling groves, 

The eye of flowers, the meadow's grace, 
To Tenus sacred and the Loves ! 

The goddess owns its soft perfume, 
And while its opening leaves aspire. 

Superb in young and vernal bloom. 
It mocks the zephyr's useless ire ! 
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A FRAGMENT ASCRIBED TO CALLISTRATUS 

OR ALGOUS. 



Ev fAvqrof xkaSl ro ^i^f (pop'noof^ 



I'lx wreathe my sword with myrtle flowers, 
Like those two sons of Freedom's cause, 

Who braved th' Athenian tyrant's powers, 
And gave to Athens equal laws. 

Harmodius I oh, thou art not dead I 
Escaped the vengeful tyrant's sway, 

They tell us thy young soul has fled. 
And wing'd its bright immortal way 

To the fair islands of the blest. 
And found, prepared, its destined cell ; 

And taken its eternal rest. 
Where shades of parted heroes dwell ! 

I'll wreathe my sword with myrtle flowers, 
Like those two youths of deathless story. 
Who, in Minerva's sacred towers, 

The tyrant slew for Freedom's glory. 

N 
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Immortal pair ! jovar equal praise 
Shall live, eternal live to fame, 

Long as the free-born poet's lays 
Shall tell of Athens' ancient name. 
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A FRAGMENT OP BACCHYUDES. 



T/xr« Sg re ^aroiaiv Ei^ijvt} iJusydXa. 



AoAiN the joys of peace return, 
And wake the bard's divinest strain, 

And see ! oA every altar burn 
The Totive limbs of victims slain. 

The youths their grateful leisure yield, 
To sportive joys of love and wine, 

And round the bosses of the shield 
The darkening webs of spiders twine. 

The rust consumes the useless arms. 
Neglected thrown, an idle heap. 

Nor dares the trumpet's rude alarms 
Chase from the eye the balm of sleep. 

With joy and mirth the fields abound. 
And in the shade of every grove 

The voices of the youths resound 
The hymns of peace, the songs of love ! 
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STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 
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SERENADE. 



O WAKE, loye, wake, can such an hour 
Be lent alone to slumber's power ? 

O no ! 'twas made 
For the moonlight walks, where lovers meet. 
And the silver songs and the music sweet 

Of their serenade. 

And rise, love, rise, the queen of night 
Upbraids thy rest, for her smiles are bright 

On thy casement now ; 
And the fairest forms of love and bliss 
Are awake and abroad in a night like this^ — 

Then where art thou ? 

O'quit, love, quit those visions blest, 
That hover around thy couch of rest. 

From realms above ; 
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Forget, if thou caust, the halcyon theme, 
And wake to as holy, as happy a dream, 

The dream of loye ! 

And hark, love, hark, to yon mdody faint, 

'Tis the song of the nightingale ponring her plaint 

To the starry ray ; 
But the only orbs that can cheer my night. 
And bless my song with their looks of light, 

Oh, where are they ? 

And list, love, list, 'mid the silence aronnd, 
Thou shalt hear beside the murmured sound 

Of thy lover's lay, 
As he sings that the earth and the skies are dim. 
And the beauty of night hath no beauty for him^ 

While thou art away. 

Then wake thee, wake, th(m sweetest flower, 
And quit, for a moment, thy virgin bower. 

For thy true love's sake ; 
There's nought to harm thee around or on high. 
The earth is tranquil, and so is the sky — 

Then wake, love, wake ! 
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She hears, she wakes ; from her window Car, 
The well-known sound of her lover's guitar 

Has caught her ear ; 
And see at her easement she takes her stand. 
And waving slow her lilj hand, 

She wafts a kiss to her cavalier ! 
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TRANSLATION OF A FRENCH AIR. 



Combien j'ai douce sonvenance, 

Du joli lieu de ma naissance^ 

Ma 8<Bur, qu' ils etaient beaux ces jours de France ! 

Mod pays sera mes amours^ 

Toujours! toujours! (6ti.) 



How sweet, in Memory's hallow'd trance, 

O'er infant scenes and joys to glance, 

Sister! how sweet they were, those days of France ! 

My countiy, thou shalt eyer prove 

My love ! my love ! (bis.) 

O I think but on those moments blest, 
When in our cot, our lowly nest. 
Our mother then her children prest, 
And we both kiss'd her silver hair, 

Together there ! (bis.) 
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O ! let thy fancy paint once more, 
The ch4teau bath'd by the Adour, 
The turret high, the %ncient tower, 
Where hail'd the lark with jocund lay. 

The day! the day! (bis.) 

And picture too the tranquil lake, 
Which the light swallow'B wing wodd wake, 
The reed, that every breeze might shake, 
And the sun sinking softly there. 

So fair ! so fair ! (bis.) 

What can restore my h6me to me. 
My hill, my vale, my forest tree I 
Their memory must my solace be; 
My country, thou shalt ever prove 



CTcr prove 

My love ! my lovie ! (6m.) 
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TRANSLATION OF A FRENCH AIR. 



Un Castel d'antique structare. 



An ancient castle's lonely walls 

Beheld brave Herman's dawn of yoath» 
His young heart prone to Nature's calls» 

Had pledged to Adela his truth. 
Within that dreary fortress' gloom, 

Their youthful steps unheeded roye; 
That castle was their fathers' tomb» 

And the young cradle of their loye ! 

But soon the cruel cry to arms, 

Call'd Herman from his love away ; 
With all Affection's fond alarms, 

The maid would bid her lover stay. 
But ah ! in vain would she presume 

With prayers, with tears, his soul to move, 
He quits at once their fathers' tomb, 

And the young cradle of their love ! 
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But soon upon tbe battle plain. 

He fell by Valour's self betrayed, 
And in delirium's dream of pain, 

He call'd upon his absent maid, 
And said, 'twould sooth his hastening doom. 

And like some balm celestial prove. 
Could he behold their fathers' tomb, 

And the young cradle of their love ! 

^d when he saw the maid again, 

Loye's ling'ring flame his spirit fired, 
He tried to speak, but tried in vain, 

Kissed her dear hand, and then expired ! 
The maiden shared her soldier's doom. 

Her spirit wing'd its flight aboye ; 
And thus it was their fathers'. tomb 

Was the young cradle of their loye ! 
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LE BOUQUET DAMOUR. 



ROMANCE. 



Vole ! dit Veniis k. Cupidon, 

Vole vite k mon jardin, 
C'est demain ma f^te, il me faut dit on, 

Un bouquet pour mon sein. 
Aux douees paroles :de sa mere, 

L' Amour &'est envois, 
Mais en allant/il t'a vue, ma chere, 

Et a trouv^ son bouquet ! 

r 

4 

Tu etais doucement endormie, 

Sur un l^ger gazon, 
On voyait sur chaque trait jolie, 

Les belles fleurs du printemps. 
La douce rose, le tepdre Ijs, 

La violette y etait ; 
L' Amour les voyant reunis, 

Les prend pour son bouquet! 
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Tu r^vois, et des douoes alannes 

Te causant quelques pleurs, 
L'Amour y croyait voir les larmes> 

De la rosee sur les fleurs. 
De suite il vole et les essuye, 

D un doux et tendre baiser, 
Et goute sur ta bouche cherie, 

Le parfum d'nn bouquet ! 

II vole vers Venus, et lui fit, 

L'^loge de ce qu'il trouvait ; 
Mais la d6esse k son recit, 

A vu qu'il se trompait. 
Mais il s'obstine, pourtant, et dit 

Qu'une fleur puisse etre gaie, 
Mais que tes douces charmes, ma bonne amie^ 

Font son plus beau bouquet I 
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STANZAS. 



By thine eye of heaven's own blue, 
By those drops of sorrow's dew, 
By that pale cheek's pensive hue, 

I will ne'er deceive thee. 

By those glossy ringlets jet, 
By that brow so pale and wet, 
By the tear that lingers yet, 

I will never leave thee. 

By thy bosom's bank of snow. 
By thy look of sweetest woe. 
By thy tears that faster flow. 

Trust thine all to me, love. 

By the tear, and by the kiss. 
By the pain, and by the bliss 
Of a parting such as this, 

I will love hut thee, love. 
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By Uie fear that pales thy cheek, 
By the murmur faint and meek. 
That means adieu, but cannot speak, 

Distance shall not sever. 

By thy full heart's bursting swell, 
By the griefs that there may dwell. 
By this kiss, and this farewell, 

I am thine for ever! 



O 
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STANZAS. 



How sweet ! how doubly sweet the voice 
Of the lark, as she soars on high. 

When Morning bids the earth rejoice, 
And music fills the sky ! 

And sweet the sound on Summer eves. 
When daylight's work is done ; 

To listen while the linnet weaves 
Her hymn to the setting sun. 

But the linnet below, and the lark on high. 
Though as soft as soft can be, 

Are nothing so sweet as the gentle sigh 
That my own love breathes to me ! 
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THE TRAVELLERS SONG. 



There is, my love, a single word 
That's sweet all other words above, 

It is the sound so gently heard, 
When Beauty breathes the fond '^ I love!*' 

' Twas, England ! on thy native plains 
My fortune first its power to prove. 
From Passion's lips, in rapture's strains, 
I've heard the dulcet sound, *' I love ! " 

Next on the fertile fields of France, 
I own'd its influence still the same. 

When pausing 'mid the festive dance 

The smiling virgin breathed *' Je t'aime ! " 

IVe known the dark-eyed maid of Greece, 

In meekest accents, soft and slow. 

Bid all her lover's torments cease. 

By whispering soft " <raq «y«»i»." 

O 2 
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Id many a aone, iu many a clime, 
'Twas mine its magic still to prove, 

From BeaiMgr'B.Up, toMmdrcliime, 
I've heard how oft, the fond '* I love ! " 

But, dearest! from thy lips alone, 
That sound has sweetest power to move. 

For oh ! in every look and tone. 
Thy soul, sweet girl, woukl breathe '* I love ! " 
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SERENADE. 



TO A OERMAN AIR. 



O COME, love, come, at thy window appear. 

And o'er the glad waters our path we'll steer, 

For the waves are calm, and thy bark is here, 

And thy lover himself is thy gondolier, — 

O come, love, come ! 

Come forth like yon orb from its shadowy cope. 
And let thy fair hand thy casement ope, 
And trust thy light foot to this ladder of rope ; 
'Tis slender, yet firm — ^like true love's hope, — 

Then come, love, come ! 

Hark ! hark ! as yon gondolas spring from the shore, 
How sweetly the sounds of their minstrelsy soar. 
For the carol and love-song keep time with the oar. 
While I can, alas ! but in silence adore,— 

O come, love, come ! 
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O come, and bring with thee thy silver- stringed lute. 
And m echo its notes with the tones of my flute, 
Or no ! let our voices and songs be mute. 
And our lips breathe the sound but of love's salute, — 

O come, love, come ! 

O bid those emotions of terror depart, 
And spring from yon height, with the speed of a dart. 
And come to these arms, and come to this heart. 
And I'll clasp thee within them, ah ! never to part, — 

Then come, love, come ! 

She hears, she answers my ardent vow. 
For I see at her casement her beauteous brow ; 
Come spring from thy window, 'tis dope, and now^ 
My bark shall be fleetest and first, since thou 

Art come, love, come ! 
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THE NUN'S VESPER HYMN TO THE VIRGIN. 



Aye Maria ! tis the hour 

When twilight sheds her softest rays ; 
Ave Maria ! tis thy power 

That calls us now to prayer and praise. 
O Lady ! no resplendent rite 

Thy children hasten here to pay, 
But ask thy blessing through the night, 

And praise thy care throughout the day. 

Ave Maria! 

O Virgin blest ! no idle fears 

Molest thy willing vot'ry now, 
And worldly smiles and worldly tears 

Are banished from each heart and brow. 
For this, on each revolving morn, 

Thy praises shall our strains prolong, 
Shall all our noontide hymns aijorn. 

And bless, as now, our vesper song. 

Ave Maria! 
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Sweet Saint ! our oft reconnted beads, 

Our ceaseless rites of hymn and prayer, 
Oar holy thoughts and blameless deeds, 

Shall own and bless thy guardian care. 
And should a worldly thought arise, 

We'll bid the strange intruder flee. 
And lose e'en life's most cherish'd ties, 

To find them all restored in thee. 

Aye Maria ! 

Parent ! by thlit divinest name, 

That's breathed on earth, or heard above, 
Thy daughter humbly dares to claim 

A mother's care, a mother's love. 
By every fond maternal tie. 

By every filial feeling mild. 

Madonna ! hear and bless our cry ; 

Madonna! hear and bless thy child ! 

Ave Maria ! 



THE END. 



Prlftted by W. Clowss, Northiimberland<<oiirt. 
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